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HEIR TO TWO FORTUNES. By the Author of " The Life 
of the Moselle." Three vols, crown 8vo, cloth 31s. 6d. 
At all Libraries. 

" May be most readily described as a story modelled on the lines of 
the late Mr. Smedley's tales, notably * Frank Fairleigh,* to which it 
bears no inconsiderable resemblance in style, and even at times in 
diction, though not in such a fashion as to justify any charge of 
plagiarism. There is promise ^ it. ... a superabundance of 
incident and episode, errors on the right side." — Academy. 

" It has dash and go and promise.'* — fVvrld. 

" The hero of the tale is Seton Herold, his school-days are des- 
cribed in lively colours, and a great deal of genuine humour is dis- 
played." — Tablet. 

" A really good novel, considerably above the average, well imagined, 
and written with a certain nicety of detail which rather arrests than 
hinders the bveadth of the general effect ; the characters are naturally 
and distinctly drawn, and the dialogue easy." — ^* It has all the marks 
of genuine talent." — Momiiig Post. 

" The boyish part of Seton*s career is humorous ; the history of the 
chancery suit recall us to the days of * Bleak House.* One of the best 
hits of character may be found in the letters." — AtkencBum. 

" Other types are drawn with equal skill. A clever and a decidedly 
superior book." — Mayfair. 

" It is a novel which will make a long winter evening pass quickly.'' 
— O^brd Guardian. 

" No vulgarities of thought or diction to annoy the reader.** — Daily 
News. 

"This pretty story. . . . There is a freshness and vivacity 
about the style. . . . The evidence of a genuine comic talent is 
borne out. . . . Certainly the novel deserves to succeed.** — 
Whitehall Review. 

" It is full of a delicate humour and pleasing irony, and takes up 
the one and leaves the other with rare ease and grace. . . . It is 
most interesting. . . . The sadness which predominates over all 
is far too deep to be perpetually on the surface ; it is more heard in 
undertones all along, and the writer manages to show us in a most 
pleasant and inoffensive manner that he does not hold, with the cele- 
brated Pangloss, that everything is for the best in this best of all possi- 
ble worlds." — London. 

** There is a good deal of amusement to be found. . . . The 
complicated lawsuit which Seton, unfortunately for himself, is led to 
engage in, is by no means badly told, and g^ves occasion for some 
humorous sketches of members of the legal profession." — Graphic. 
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DEDICATED 

WITH PROPOUND RBSPECT 
TO THE 

LADIES OF WIEMAR, 

IN 
WHOSE SOCIETY, 

AT A PERIOD WHEN I FIRST ENJOYED 

THE ACQUAINTANCE OP GOETHE, 
I SPENT MANY HAPPY DAYS. 
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WILHELM'S WANDERINGS. 



CHAPTER I. 



• While I around me here survey 
Those many faces, once so gay, 
To solemn silence now consigned 
What heartfelt thoughts pervade my mind. 

In strain unbroken, lustres long 
They downward came, a clan-like throng, 
Nor did affection cease to dwell 
Throughout as fast link'd by a spell. 

May gpracious Heaven still maintain 
Of this true caste th* unbroken strain, 
And countless ages still record 
The name of those gone heavenward. 

• Composed in the portrait gallery of — 

WAS the second son, and third child 
of a family of seven. My father, who 
was descended from an ancient Yorkshire 

B 
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family of the landed gentry in unbroken line 
since the year 1300,' and was the eighth in 
succession who bore the Christian name of 
G. (the present representative being the tenth 
who bore it), as far back as I can remember, 
was a delicate man, and died when I was 
in my sixth year. After my mother's acute 
grief for him, which brought on brain fever, 
had worn itself out, she began once more to 
see her neighbours. She was a most humane 
and tender-hearted person, not only towards 
humanity in general, but also towards every 
species of living thing. In those days capital 
punishments were of very frequent occurrence, 
and as our residence was but a few miles 
from the county town, she was kept, during 
the assizes, in a constant state of fever, when 
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unfortunate culprits had to stand their trial 
for their lives ; on more than one occasion 
she used her influence with such effect that 
she prevailed on the celebrated, but heartless 
Lord Norbury, to mitigate the sentence of 
death which was expected to be pronounced 
on offenders. 

The system she employed was of a 
gastronomic nature. On one occasion, 
driving into the county town during the 
assizes, she learned that two men had 
just been found guilty of horse-stealing, and 
that his Lordship purposed pronouncing 
sentence of death on them the following day. 
She formed her plan without delay ; invitfed 
the judge and grand jury to dine that same 
evening. Her residence was six miles distant. 



wilhblm's wanderings. 



and she set to work with such a will, that, 
sending messengers in all directions, at seven 
o'clock she had quite a creditable dinner 
ready for the party, besides a sufficient ac- 
cession of young neighbours in the evening 
to get up dancing. All went on to the letter 
as desired. When the gentlemen had in- 
dulged after dinner, as they were wont to do 
in those by-gone days, they adjourned to the 
ball-room, where they found a goodly number 
eager for the dance. The lady of the house 
seized the opportunity of the old judge being 
in the height of good humour with wine and 
dancing, to make one of her impassioned appeals 
tohimtoendeavourtosparethe lives of the two 
unfortunate men, and succeeded in obtaining 
the promise to do what he could. The 
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Tumour spread like magic through the com- 
pany. The old judge danced with as much 
spirit as the youngest of the party, and 
declared that he would "dance with the 
fascinating young widow as long as he had 
a leg to stand on." 

It is well known how fond Norbury was of 
punning. At this period, when Barnes was 
pleading for the life of an unfortunate man, 
an ass brayed at the door of the court-house, 
** One at a time, if you please, Mr. Barnes," 
exclaimed the judge. A universal burst of 
laughter resounded through the court, which 
the counsel bore with much equanimity, but 
resolved to watch closely for an opportunity 
for giving " a Roland for an Oliver." This 
800U presented itself to his entire satisfaction^ 
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for not long after, when Norbury was pro- 
nouncing judgment adversely to Barnes's 
client, the ass brayed again, when the latter,, 
surveying the court around, remarked in a 
loud voice — 

"Good heavens, what an echo there i& 
here!" 

My mother, being much given to hospi- 
tality, kept open house for some time, but at 
length it was evident to her that she was 
being overpowered by parasites, and acting 
on the advice of her neighbour and best 
friend, who had made arrangements to take 
his family to Paris for some years, she broke 
up her establishment, and went to France, 
leaving her eldest son and daughter in the 
excellent care of their grandmother, in Dublin, 
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and putting me to Doctor Miller's school, at 
the Blackrock. 

Peeling that she was ill-calculated to manage 
the pecuniary interests of so numerous a 
family, she made all her children wards of 
Chancery. I was about seven years old when 
put to school, and being by far the smallest 
and youngest boy among them, I was 
patronised generally by the larger ones. I 
had not been there more than a year, when, 
on the occasion of a holiday, I was induced 
to break bounds with a few others, and pro- 
ceeded with them to Dunleary, now Kings- 
town, a miserable little fishing port at that 
time, with one shabby public-house, Arm- 
strong's, into which the ringleader of our 
juvenile party ushered us. There the whole 
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of us became intoxicated, more or less, but 
no one so thoroughly as myself. 

As we were leaving to return, I nearly 
lost my life by falling over the quay wall, 
which was close by, into the sea, but was 
rescued by a fisherman, who happened to be 
near at hand in his boat. One of my boon 
companions volunteered a dry jacket, and by 
dint of pushing, and pulling, and staggering, 
we got back into bounds. The distance was 
about a mile and a half. 

I then fell perfectly exhausted and senseless 
on the grass, and never recovered until the 
following morning, when I awoke and found 
myself in my own bed. I got up as usual. 
Any flogging that was on the Doctor's pro- 
gramme (a word not in use then) came ofE 
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before breakfast in the class. Our ring- 
leader and two others underwent condign 
punishment, but the dire beckon to come up 
was not extended to me, although I sat 
trembling and miserable, persuaded that I 
^as not going to be looked over. However, 
the usual routine of lessons commenced, the 
breakfast bell rang, and I, unscathed, to the 
wonderment of all, departed with the rest. 

That day passed in the usual routine, but 
the next morning, to my horror, the dread 
beckon came, and a castigation ensued, which 
made a moral, as well as a physical, impres- 
ision on my upper and nether extremities, so 
lasting that up to this hour I never, with one 
•exception, erred against sobriety. 



CHAPTER II. 




HE following year my eldest brother^ 
who had probably by this time 
become too much for the aBgis of his grand- 
mother, joined me at Prospect School, and 
not very long after that, the good Dr. Miller 
having died, we were removed to Prescati 
School, also Blackrock (Dr. Craig), where we^ 
remained until called to London, as also my 
eldest sister, to join my mother and step- 
father, the Count , whom she had married 

in Paris the previous year. They were re- 
siding at Escudier's Poultney Hotel, Picca- 
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dilly, next door to Lord Coventry's, father of 
Lord Deerhurst, of whom more presently. 

The Count belonged to a family of tho 
ancienne noblesse Normande^ and having been 
page to the beautiful and unfortunate Princess 
Lamballe, who, it will be remembered, was 
dragged by her unusually luxuriant hair 
through the streets by the infuriated demons 
of the revolution, he emigrated to England 
with the Bourbons, where he was naturalised ► 
He resided there twenty- seven years, and was 
placed on the staff of the Prince of Wales, with 
the rank of Colonel. His portrait, by Stroling, 
in the staff uniform, is in the possession of 
the writer of these memoirs. 

Being wards of the Irish Court of Chancery, 
there was the greatest diflSiculty in obtaining 
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leave from Sir Anthony Hart, the Lord 
Chancellor, to go beyond the jurisdiction of 
his Court, It was at first refused, and my 
mother becoming half frantic at the idea of 
being deprived of her children, redoubled her 
efforts to obtain support in influential quarters 
with such effect that the boon was obtained, 
although, I believe, without precedent, and 
for which the Chancellor was severely 
criticised. 

A Mrs. B , a great friend of my mother, 

undertook to escort us to London, and our 
party just making the complement of the 
inside of the mail from Holyhead, we travelled 
tolerably comfortably, although three days 
^nd two nights were occupied on the road. 

My mother's joy at meeting us was so 
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overwhelming, that she was prematurely con- 
fined that night of a daughter. Her husband^ 
who then beheld us for the first time, gave us 
a very affectionate reception. Here we re-^ 
mained during my mother's convalescence 
with little incident worth recording. My 
stepfather, although usually of very polished 
manners and agreeable in society, notwith- 
standing his long residence among a calmer 
people, retained a great deal of the French 
element in his disposition, and was at times 
very fiery. 

I remember two occasions during our stay 
at the Poultney Hotel on which he displayed 
this characteristic. Lord Deerhurst, who re- 
sided next door, was a frequent visitor. One 
day, when sitting down in the drawing-room. 
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the strap of his trousers gave way, when he 
very unceremoniously, in the presence of 
ladies, put his foot on one of the silk chairs 
to adjust it, when the Count, rising from his 
seat in a violent rage, heaped a volley of 
abuse on the young lord, far more severe 
than the case deserved, and having delivered 
himself of all he had to say, possibly rather 
ashamed of his conduct, left the room, and 
as if to put an appropriate finale to the 
scene, banged the door after him. During 
the whole time my Lord never moved a feature, 
but as soon as the Count was gone, he 
smilingly said, " He dandled me a hundred 
times on his knee." 

On another occasion, while in London, 
there was a second outburst of the Gallic fire. 
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but the case was, I must say, more venial. 
It was this : We three children were too 
young to be allowed to take sufficient exercise 

in the public thoroughfares. Lord 

Oordon's residence was near, in the direction 
of Hyde Park, and there was a garden exactly 
opposite, of which his Lordship very generously 
lent us the key, a very elaborate one with 
armorial bearings, etc. We frequently availed 
ourselves of this privilege, but in an unlucky 
hour the key was lost, and when this became 
known to the Count, he flew into a violent 
passion, of which we had to bear the brunt. 
He made the only reparation in his power, 
which was to call and apologise, which he 
hated. This was the first scolding we en- 
dured, but so many others followed in the 



' 
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course of time that, like Lord D , wer 

received them with, tolerable equanimity; and 
yet like so many passionate people, lie was 
in the intervals extremely kind and loving. 

My mother recovered her strength, and pre- 
parations commenced for our journey to Paris. 

Mrs. B took her leave, and returned 

to Dublin ; the Count disposed of his driving 
phaeton and pair, retaining only a favourite 
mare, and what in those days was called a 
dannette, and a chariot. In this latter we 
posted to Dover. 

We arrived without incident in Calais, and 
soon proceeded on our way to Paris with 
hired horses to the chariot, the Count keeping 
company in the dannette. In the course of 
the first day a wayfarer got up behind the 
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chariot, whicli was already heavily laden, un- 
observed at first, but the Count driving up 
close behind, commanded the gredin, as he 
called him, to get down, but without success. 
Having tried tongue-thrashing for some time 
in vain, he next resorted to thrashing o£ 
another sort, which proved more effectual. 
The grediTiy considerably animated by the 
lash, jumped down most nimbly, and made 
his way in double-quick time to a heap of 
road metal, with which he attacked his tor- 
mentor, who practised the riposte for a while 
with his whip, but clearly to disadvantage, 
the long-range weapon proving at once its 
superiority. So he gave the rein to his 
stepper, and was soon beyond range of the 
missiles. 
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After a journey of four days, the tedium of 
which was relieved by the many novel sights 
which attracted our attention, such as the 
picturesque costumes of the peasant women,' 
which varied in each Department. The lum- 
bering diligences, with three leaders abreast, 
all driven by one gaily-dressed postillion, with 
wooden boots, with which we were able to 
keep pace. 

Then the roulages, with five powerful Nor- 
man horses, covered with grelots (bells), all so 
different from the old English waggons, and 
the fish carts, drawn by seven dogs, hurrying 
to the Halle au Poisson in Paris. 

I should mention another amusing incident 
which occurred en route from Calais to Paris. 
As I said, the Count travelled in his dannette. 
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with Ms favourite mare, my mother and sister 
alternately, for a change, taking a seat be- 
side him. 

On arriving near the town of , a very 

long hill stood before the travellers. The 
Count proposed walking up, chiefly to save 
the mare, and my mother going on before 
with the little equipage. 

He instructed her to pull up at the hotel, 
call for the ostler, and order a feed for the 
mare. She, not knowing French, was quite 
willing to do so, but required to be taught' 
the word for ostler. " Gargon d^ecurie^^ said 
he, and made her repeat it several times for 
the pronunciation, which, however, did not 
come out altogether to his satisfaction. 

On she drove ; pulled up, as agreed, at a 
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respectable-looking auherge au signe (cygne} 
de la croix (sic). My host appeared. 

" Madame qu^est ce quHl y a pour votre 
service ? " 
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" Le gar^on ecure' 

" Fort bieUy Madame^ Sucli was the laconia 
dialogue. 

She waited a long time in vain for the 
gargon ecure, became impatient, and called 
again for the gargon ecure. 

Mine host came forward, apologised for the- 
delay, which my mother understood more by 
gesticulations than from the words, and said 
he would he here tout de suite. 

At length presented himself Monsieur le 
cure^ in canonicals, with his garqon^ whom it 
would be more orthodox to call enfant de 
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— 

4^hceury and asked the lady what he could do 
for her. 

She had nothing to add to her short 
French lesson, which she repeated to Mon- 
sieur le cure, but added emphasis by signs. 

He laughed, and most good humouredly 
turning to my host, explained — 

" Mais c^est le gar (on (Tecune que Madame 
demande ! " 

The Count arrived shortly after, and was 
delighted with the adventure. 





CHAPTER III. 




E arrived at the old-established 
Eoyalist H6tel du Bac, Rue du Bac, 
Faubourg St. Germain. 

After a few days' rest our stepfather in- 
stituted enquiries about a boarding school for 
my brother and me, and decided on the Uni- 
versity Lemoine, Rue de Berri, Champs 
Elys^es, reported to be the best in Paris. 

The winter had already set in, and was so 
intensely cold that the Seine was frozen over, 
and booths erected on the ice — a very rare 
occurrence — -^rith charcoal fires to provide hot 
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coffee for the numerous skaters and hand- 
sledge drivers. 

When deposited within the four walls of 
the University Lemoine, we felt very forlorn. 
The general aspect of the boys seemed to us 
very different from at home, and while we 
stared and they stared we could not exchange 
a word, but they constantly sought to worry 
us by calling us Goddems^ the unpopularity of 
Englishmen, since the victory at Waterloo, 
being as yet by no means on the wane, and 
when we noticed the insult by a box in the 
ears, which led us into close quarters with 
our bully, instead of fair play being stown by 
the by-standers, as is invariably the case in 
English or Irish schools, any number of 
French boys would fall on the single English 



24 wilhelm's wamdeeings. 

one, and, of course, between kicking and 
biting, would soon put him hors de combat 
Happily, all that is changed now. 

When we got into our beds the first night, 
the damp sheets were sheets of ice. What 
could we do ? — novices under twelve years old, 
not knowing a word of French. There was 
nothing for it but to submit to our hard fate. 
We fell asleep, notwithstanding such discom- 
fort, which young people alone could have 
done. 

Mvrahile dictu, we caught no cold, and 
when, after a three hours' class, the breakfast 
bell rang, our spirits were in the ascendant, 
assured that they were going to be revived. 
But how downcast they became when, ushered 
with about fifty boys into a semi-underground 
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refectoire^ flagged, and with no fire ; and the 
breakfast ! ! ! 

Pain et ahondance a discretion.* A green- 
grocer's stand was annexed to the refectoire^ 
supplied with milk, butter, cheese, fruit in 
variety. Two sous were handed to each boy 
to lay out as he pleased at the greengrocer's, 
to help out his breakfast. 

When I left Frescati School I had finished 
reading Yirgil and commenced Horace. My 
brother, whose talents pointed in another di- 
rection,t could never get on in classics. 

So totally different was the method of 
teaching in Parisian schools, and, I must say, 

* One-fourth of ordinaire to three-fourths of water. 

t Later in life he became oonspiouons in the Aeronautical 

Society, Lord B. Grosyenor being President, having taken out a 

patent for an aerial navigating machine, in France and England, 

with which, after fifteen years of assiduous application, he was 

'Experimenting up to his death. 
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SO much more fundamental, and also, labour- 
ing as I did, as yet, under the great disad- 
vantage of having to learn French while 
translating Latin into it, that I made but a^ 
sad display in the lowest Latin class, to the 
great surprise of the Principal, who, having 
been told by my stepfather that I had been 
reading Horace in my own country, had been 
expecting to find in me a prodigy. The fact 
was, that a classical pupil there had to (may 
I be excused the quotation, as it is so appro- 
priate) "Eead, mark, learn, and inwardly 
digest," analyse, and copy every word of the 
authors they were reading; whereas at 
Frescati there was no depth in the teaching. 

During our half-year at the University 
Lemoine, two events of immense political im- 



wilhelm's wanderings. 27 

portance to France occurred. The assassi- 
nation of the Due de Bern by Louvel, when 
coming out of the Opera ; and a few months 
after, the birth of the Due de Bordeaux. The 
consternation caused in society by the former 
contrasted powerfully with the rejoicings at 
the latter. 

When the confinement of the Duchesse de 
Berri was near, it was announced to the 
Parisians that if a daughter was bom, twelve 
rounds of artillery would be fired from the 
Invalides; but if a son was vouchsafed to 
France, twenty-four rounds. 

The suspense of the hien pensant portion of 
the population between the twelfth and thir- 
teenth report may be imagined. 

A number of the forts de la Halle au Bl^,. 
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I believe twelve, and an equal number of the 
-dames de la Halle au Poisson were called in 
to testify to the birth of a male child. 

On the following day, a certain number of 
<5ourtiers, among whom were my stepfather 
and my eldest sister, were invited to behold 
the new-bom heir (?) to the throne of 
France. 

The following song, by , was circulated 

and sung with great enthusiasm through the 
capital : — 

** G'est nn gar^on, j'ai dans mon allegresse, 
' Gompt^ deux fois, donze coups de canon, 
Dans tonfc Paris on s'agite on s'empresse 
Ghacnn s*aborde et dit arec ivresse, 
G'est nn gar9on, o'est nn gar9on. 
Berri n'est plus, lui qui de bienfaisanoe 
A chaqu'instant, donnait une le9on, 
Bs Pout frapp6 mais au lieu de yengeanoe 
Le dernier don qu'il a fait k la France, 
G'est un gar9on, o'est nn gar9on/' etc. 
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The Duke, in dying, had requested that his 
s^ssassin's life might be spared. Louvel was- 
decapitated. 

We weathered the winter tant bien que maly 
and at our earnest solicitation were removed 
in the spring to far more comfortable quarters, 
the Pension Briand, Boulevard St. Antoine^ 
which was affiliated to the College Charlemagne. 
I may mention here that the usual number 
of hours I spent at lessons in the day was 
fifteen, less three for meals and recreation, 
beginning at 6 a.m. and ending at 9 p.m- 
I had by this time made good progress in 
French, and I may say without boasting that^ 
by the time I had passed my first half year 
at that school, I knew more of the French 
language than most of the boys, so carelessly 
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were they taught their own, although so 
fundamentally the dead ones. My brother 
being ever " nowhere "in classics, was removed 
and put under a resident English tutor, with 
a Tiew to an exclusively English education. 
I also, after a longer lapse of time, was called 
home to study under the same tutor. Our 
parents resided at this time at Versailles, in 
the Chateau de Montboron, occupied many 
years after by Prince Bismark or Count von 
Moltke, during the siege of Paris. Under 
this tutor I began to prepare for Eton. He 
became, however, very irregular in his habits, 
and was removed. I was then sent to con- 
tinue my preparation under the Rev. Car- 
withen, in Exeter. I was not left there long 
enough to complete my studies, for my step- 
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father, conceiving that he had good interest in 
diplomatic circles, having himself been em- 
ployed in that department on a mission to 
Vienna, recalled me from England to Paris, 
to perfect myself in French, and in the year 
1825 sent me to Leipzig, to learn German, 
in the vicinity of which town, in the village 
of Otterwitch, I located myself with the 
good old pastor Keuhn s family, and there 
studied hard for seven months, by the end of 
which time I had become sulBSciently pro- 
ficient in the language, to mix in German 
society, for which purpose I removed to 
Weimar, provided with good introductions. 
My journal, kept in German while residing 
there, the principal portion of which was 
published in Leipzig, giving full particulars 
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of the joyous and fashionable life I spent 
there, I have now translated it into Toy 
native language for the English press; it is- 
as followB. 





CHAPTER IV. 



SKETCHES OP SOCIAL LIFE IN WEIMAE DURING A 
EESIDENOB THERE IN 1827-9, WITH ANECDOTES 
OP THE GRAND-DTJOAL FAMILY OP THAT DAT, 
AND RECOLLECTIONS OF GOETHE, ETC. 




We [MAR AcH ! ! I 

DiESER SEUFZER POLGT DiR NAOH. 

BIMAEHl cherished Weimar!! Seat 
of learning, civilisation, polish, hos- 
pitality, pleasure, beauty ; within whose pre- 
cincts my earliest raptures dawned, hail to 
thee I ! I 

Fifty years ago I found myself at Weimar. 

D 
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My parents intending me for the diplomatic 
career, sent me to this Athens of Germany 
(Ilm Athfen), for the purpose of learning the 
language of the country, having previously, 
during a sojourn of several years in Paris, ac- 
quired a thorough knowledge of French. I 
plied my studies so vigorously, that in a few 
months I found myself Sble to read, write and 
converse in German without effort. Having 
thus prepared myself, I sought society, and 
soon had my entree at Goethe's house. When 
first about to present myself before this great 
genius, although I was able to display a calm 
exterior, I confess that I trembled not a 
little (internally), for who was I thus going 
(while so unequally matched) to be pitted in 
conversation with the world's greatest lumi- 
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nary P But Buch was Goethe's courtesy and 
^ ot n^n^. tW in » ver, H. ™n.».» 
I waB as much at ease as he. Although of 
unpretentious lineage, his appearance ivraa 
aristocratic, and his ennoblement sat well 
upon him. He was slightly bent, of average 
height and proportions, his features classical, 
of the Eoman type, and his highly intellectual 
dark eyes seemed two telegraphs for con- 
veying with electric rapidity the thoughts 
which were generating in his fertHe brain* 
His hair, which had been tossed by so many 
tempests, fell sparingly in curls around his 
head, but differing from most men of genius, 
he displayed no eccentricity whatever at that, 
time, although very much the reverse in his 
yputh. Having learned that I had spent 
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some years in Paris, he asked many details 
on the subject of education there, and showed 
himself .to be an honest and sympathising 
listener. In his conversation with me, 
Goethe always took care, with admirable tact^ 
to descend, however far, to the level of my 
humble powers, and not to lead me beyond 
my depth. He used to select a variety of 
subjects suitable to my age, study, field 
sports (having been himself an ardent and 
constant fellow sportsman with the Grand 
Duke), pleasures, etc., and seemed gratified 
with the progress I had made in the language 
in so short a time. As I retired, he accom- 
panied me courteously to the door of his 
study, and expressed a hope to see me at his 
soirees, an invitation of which I availed myself 
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frequently. His family circle was composed 
of his son, his daughter-in-law, and two 
grandsons ; the first gave no promise of ex- 
^mplyfying the proverb, " Tel pere^ tel Jils,^* 
and was considered in point of intellect 
of no pretensions ; not so however ]fia elder 
grandson (Wolfgang ?) who was admitted by 
all to be a child of great promise. His 
daughter-in-law, the Graejin Ottilie von 
Goethe^ gebohrene von Bogtmsch (I copy her 
autograph from a leaf in my album at the 
end of a page of poetry) was a great favourite, 
especially amongst the English. She had 
been a very pretty woman, but being too 
daring a rider, she was thrown, and dragged 
by her horse on her face a considerable dis- 
tance through the streets of Weimar, and 



i^vaav^Fwus^B 
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narrowly escaped with her life, but waa 
fearfully disfigured permanently j fortunately 
she possessed in an unusual degree the art 
of pleasing, and did the honours of Goethe's- 
house to perfection. 





CHAPTER V. 




[HE charms of society, after a while, 
proved too much for me, and I con- 
fess that study now became a secondary con- 
sideration, the more so as the first object of 
my sojourn in Weimar had been attained. 

From Goethe's house 1 soon obtained an 
entree into others, and, in rapid succession, 
made the acquaintance of the entire Weimar 
circle, had the honour of being presented at 
the Court of the reigning as well as of the 
Hereditary Grand Duke, whose Duchess 
waa sister to the Emperor Nicholas of 
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Eussia, and mother of the Empress Queen of 
Germany. 

Classical studies were now shelved, and I 
limited my exertions in that way to leqons 
d^agrementj such as fencing, dancing (the galop 
and mazurka were then in their infancy, the 
polka in embryo), and equitation. Weimar 
abounded in masters of every science and art ; 
in fact, it deserved well the name given to it 
of Hm-Athhn (from its river), from the resi- 
dence there of the greatest German poets and 
authors of that period, and also from the fact 
that the Grand Duke himself was a warm 
patron of learning and art. My favourite 
pursuit was horsemanship, for the practice of 
which I had unusual facilities. 

Together with several young Englishmen. 
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I frequented the Grand Ducal riding school, 
the riding master, Herr Miiller, having the 
charge of all the stud. 

He soon discovered my excessive love of 
horses, and considering me a zealous pupil 
did not limit me to the hour's lesson, which 
generally took place at six in the morning, 
but kept me until I had ridden two or three 
raw colts, besides .the regular cheval de 
manege. 

On one occasion, when riding a colt which 
I considered a promising one, I had faced him 
to a gripe on one side of the road to Belve- 
•dere, he cried to me at the top of his 
voice — 

" "Serr was than 8ie doch^ sind 8ie 

rasend? Showing that although they far 
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excelled us in the science of equitation, they 
had no idea of crossing the country as we 
do. 

It happened that my way to the riding school 
took me through the grounds of the Schloss, 
and by an ornamental basin of water where- 
two noble swans held undisputed sway. I 
always noticed and fed them as I passed^ 
They came to know me quite well, and it was- 
charming to see them hurriedly plough the 
waters in their impatience to approach when 
they perceived me at a distance. 

This ornamental piece of water was imme- 
diately beneath the windows of the PaJaoe,. 
and I had little idea that my attentions to 
these stately creatures were observed by the 
two young Princesses Mary and Angusta, 
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daughters of the Hereditary (afterwards 
reigning) Grand Duke, the former since the 
wife of Prince Charles of Prussia, the latter 
Empress of Germany, as I was afterwards*in- 
formed by their dame de compagnicy who 
further told me that those most charming 
Princesses were so amused with my atten- 
tions to the swans that they used to rise 
from the breakfast table and hasten to the 
window to observe the performance going on 
beneath. 








I — __ 



CHAPTER VI. 




RBVIOTJS to my commencing to keep 
a journal there had been a series of 
entertainments of the most pleasing variety at 
Weimar; private, club and castle balls, sledge 
parties, conducted under the auspices of the 
Royal Family, and led by the Grand Forester, 
Oberforstmeister von Fritch. 

The practice was for every gentleman who 
was in the Court circle, to invite a lady of his 
own choice to honour him with her company 
in his sledge. The rage for these parties was 
fio great that it was necessary to secure a 
partner weeks beforehand. 
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At an appointed time, which was usually 
an hour before dark, all the sledges assembled 
in the Kof of the Palace. In the centre of 
the cortege was a sort of omnibus sledge, con- 
taining the musicians, and torches were ready- 
to be lighted when darkness came on. At a 
call of the bugle, the cortege started for the 
Grrand Ducal Castle of Bttersburg, in the 
forest of Bttersburg, first parading through 
the principal streets of the town, as a treat 
to the Burgers. 

It was now dark, and after giving our fair 
companions a final tucking in, leaving nothing 
to be seen of their smiling features but what 
could be detected of their eyes through the 
narrowest of openings in their furry peltzes, 
amidst band playing, sledge-bells innumerable 
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tinkling, and torches flaring, we started, full of 
mirth and joyous anticipations, at a brisk 
trot, for the forest of Bttersburg, distant 
about five miles from Weimar, and there 
found all things prepared, to our perfect con- 
tent, for our arrival. 

Scarcely were the ladies unpacked from 
their fur-lined nests when, with one voice, a 
mazurka was called for, as if our lives de- 
pended on it to restore suspended animation, 
which, aided hf a cup of hot coffee, soon 
proved to have the desired effect. 

MMsic "by Boubies. 

T<i \3mom of t^ Jwv^ywM Koeurlta. 
BVDOLPHE — 

With thee, belov*d one, thus to trip 

Around Terpsichore's inviting floor, 
With hand in hand, smiles on each lip, 

What human heart could wish for more ? 
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Bnt should, alas ! some direr fate 

Which o'er tme lo^e too often ho^eTB, 

8nch hearts as ours e'er separate, 
Till death we'll be true-plighted lovers. 

Then let us glide on merril7, 

While fortune still on us propitious smiles, 
And bear our spirits cheeril7, 

WhiLe love and youth the time beguiles. 

But when I think of that bless'd hour 
When first we met in youth's bright vernal dawn. 

My spirit with resistless power 

Still more and more to thine is drawn. 

Then come, O come, O, fly with me. 

Here, at thy feet, do I implore ; 
We'll speed, belov'd, o'er land and sea. 

The steeds are champing at the door! 
Xeonosa's rbplt — 

For thee alone I'll live and die, 
In any sphere beneath the sky ; 
In thy fond care no foe I'll fear, 
Secure from harm while thou art near. 

THE SAME IN ITALIAN. 

Con te, mio ben, cosi voltar 
Di Terpsioor, sul lieto ar^n, 

E poi ti stringer nel ballar 
£ voluttil piil che terren. 

Yolesse pur crudel Destin, 
Da te, mio Bene me involar 

Noi proverenmio fin al fin 
Del crudo Fato trionfar. 



1 
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Leonora — 



Gaudiamo dunqne, piii in piii 
I bei momenti passegier 

Fiorisoa Insem con gioventii 
Amor fedele ed il piaoer. 

Ma qnando mi rammento ben 
Che c'incontram, quel fansto dl 

Un non so che mi sento in sen 
Che*! cor infiamma amando ti 

Or ah, tesor, mio Ben primier 
Lontan da qui f nggiam insiem 

C'aspettan fnor i destrier 
Per gnidarci, d*amor al sen. 

Si, si diletto, amato Ben 
Pel mondo inter ti segniro 

O somma gioja mia terren 
Per Te vo viver o morro. 

THE SAME IN FRENCH. 

Si pr^B de Toi, ma donee amie 
Sur le parqnet de Terpsicore 

Flottant ainsi, rien je n^envie 

Soit gloire, honnenr on soit tr^sor. 

Mais si le destin redontable 
Yenait s^vir nos tendres liens 

Malgr^ son arrdt implacable 

Tes venz seraient toujours les miens. 

Hfttons nons done de jonissance 
Combler ces jonrs trop passagers 

Parmi les lis avec Constance 
Nous mnnir centre les regrets. 
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Leokiie — 



Mais qnand je songe h rhenre heurenae 

Oil ponr la premiere f ois 
Ma l^yre trop aventnrense 

Bn Biea d'amonr, soiyaiit les lois, 

Osa pressor ta bonohe rose 

Alors mon coBiir eztasi^ 
Vers Toi se presse et ]k repose 

Jnsqnes ^ tonte ^temit^ 

Fn7on8 done loin de oette enceinte 
A trayers forets monts et mer 

A moi confie toi sans orainte 
Bien ici bas sans Toi m'est oher. 

Denz fiers conrsiers dont la vitesse 

Nnl antre ne pent ^^er 
Mordent le frein ayec d^tresse 

An bas dn secret escalier. 

Sons tes donz soins, je venz sans crainte 
TraTerser fordts monts et mors 

Tont p^ril afifronter sans orainte 
Prot^g^e par tes bras si ohers. 

Us fnient. 



BUDOLP — 



THE SAME IN GERMAN. 

Mit dir Geliebte, nmher zn Bchweifen 
Anf glatter Flnr Terpsichor^s 
Mit Handedmck nnd Bilssen Lacheln 
Kann sterblicher geniessen mehr. 

E 
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Leonora — 



Und BoUto anch gransameB SobickBal 
Das oef ters uber Trenen schwebt 
Zwei Hertzen trennen die liebend brennen 
Im letzten Hauoh. doob sind wu vereint. 

So lasst mis frendig yorw&rts wirbebi 
So lang das Gllick bus stehet bei 
Und hocb don augenblick geniessen 
Weil fllichtige Jng^nd unser ist. 

Wann icb der Heiligen Stnnde gedeoke 
Wo in der Jngend hdchster zeit 
Wir Liebesblioke znerst verweobselt 
Mein Geist sehnt sohw&rm risch sich nacb dir. 

So komm Gteliebte lass* nns fliegen 
Za deinen Fussen bitt 'ich dioh 
Lasst uber Meer nnd Land nns eilen 
Die Bosse stampfen an der Thiir. 

Es sej geschatzter tbenerster Liebster 
Mein stLssest hOchstes irdisch gliick 
Die Welt hindnrch will ich dir folgen ' 
So kiihn bin ich in deinem Schiitz. 

Exeunt. 




CHAPTER VII. 



\ I 




E now laid ourselves out for a real 
lustige nachty and what with dances^ 
of all sorts^ polonnaises, quadrilles, galops, 
mazurkas, Scotch reels, jeux innocents , and a 
Lucullus-like supper, we succeeded com- 
pletely. ,i' 
A propos of jeux innocents^ I was suppose^d 
to be more advanced in such matters than the 
rest of the party, being the only one who Ijad 
resided in Paris, the great centre for such> 
things, and there seemed to be no one among 
our fair companions who, like a lady of the 
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French Court, Countess said : " J^aime 

pas {siCf and not je rCaime pas, the licence 
being particularly piquant) les jeux inno^ 
cents.^^ 

Well, I was appealed to, and suggested, 
iiemine contradicente, the game of cache tampon. 
A stout handkerchief was formed into a sort 
of knout, a camp, or place of refuge was 
fixed upon, one of the party started off 
through the labyrinths of the Castle to hide 
the tampon in some comer, and on returning 
informed the company that all was ready. 

They then in a gang went in search of the 
knout, prompted occasionally by the hider as 
to the place of concealment by the use of the 
words " hot " or " cold." The practice was 
that the finder had the pleasing privilege of 
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belabouring any of the company he could 
reach with the hnout, until safe within the 
precincts of the camp. 

I happened to be the fortunate one, and 
now commenced the sauve qui peat. If the 
spectre of some former habitant of the old 
flchloss had suddenly appeared before them, 
the whole party could not have run faster, 
and so bewildered were they that many of 
them lost their way. 

The late Duke Bernhardt was of the num- 
l,er. and being an unusuaUy fine man, with 
tempting broad shoulders, I, availing myself, 
as I thought, fairly of the rule of the game, 
selected his Serene Highness for my victim, 
and never forsook him until he was safe 
within the precincts of the camp, to the great 
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merriment of all, in which the Prince most 
good humouredly joined. 

In order that it might be evident that no 
misunderstanding had been created by the 
game, the Prince Bernhardt himself stood up 
at supper and proposed a toast to the memory 
of a namesake and kinsman of mine. Dean 
, whose eccentric writings were univer- 
sally known, and especially in Germany. (See 
Goethe's " Stella.") 

After various other toasts, foremost of 
which were those of the Grand Duke and 
Duchess, the Hereditary Grand Duke and 
Duchess, the Princesses Mary and Augusta, 
and Prince Bernhardt, we rose to resume 
dancing, which was kept up in true German 
Btyle until four o'clock. I say in true German 
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style, for the German ladies are the most in- 
defatigable dancers imaginable, and in point 
of endurance, can only be equalled by their 
musicians, who, at the winding up of a late 
ball, think nothing of playing a cotillon for 
two hours without intermission. 

I remember having been once at a ball in a 
rather important village in Saxony, Grimma, 
if I remember well the name. It began at 
twelve o'clock noon, lasted all through the 
night until the same hour the following day. 
It appeared to me that the musicians knew 
how to keep in tune and time, in sleep. 

We now repacked, reached Weimar as day- 
light was peeping, and restored our precious 
freights to their respective penates. Thus 
the festivities went on through the winter. 
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with only such intervals as gave ns time to 
breathe. 

On one occasion, when a ball was given at 
the schloss^ in honour of the Duke of Clarence, 
who was a visitor there, and to whom I was 
introduced, as well as others, a very ludicrous 
occurrence took place. Several Scotch gen- 
tlemen being present, the Grand Duke ex- 
pressed a wish that a Scotch reel should be 
got up as a novelty to most of the company. 
This was at once arranged, and a report was 
circulated, I know not how, that one of the 
dancers had a cork leg of exquisite work- 
manship. This reached the ears .of the 
Grand Duke, who, with the Grand Duchess, 
took up his position, standing close by the 
dancer, and stared perfectly amazed at the 
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7)erformance. As soon as it was over, he 
:addressed Mr. S — , and requested to be in- 
formed particularly as to the mechanism, the 
name and address of the inventor, etc. Mr. 
S — , not less amazed at such a report than 
the Grand Duke was at the performance, 
:assured his Royal Highness that he was most 
happy to be able to offer both his legs in a 
perfectly natural condition to his Royal 
J3ighness's service. 





CHAPTER VIII. 




OTHING could exceed the hospitalitjr 
dispensed at the schloss in Weimar. 
There was a succession of visitors of the highest 
order, and the Court circle in the town were 
invariably invited to take part in the festivities^ 
including dinner parties on the handsomest 
scale at least once a week. During my stay,, 
which reached far into a second year, the 
Princes Wilhelm and Karl came over from 
Berlin, enticed no doubt by the beauty, grace, 
and amiability of the sister princesses, which 
could not have been exaggerated. 
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It seemed now as if festivities had only just 
begun with a vengeance. The master of the 
ceremonies outvied himself. Before many- 
days had elapsed it was announced, first that 
one of the Princesses, and after a short interval^ 
that the other was betrothed to the two 
brothers respectively. Such a period of 
sustained jubilee was, I believe, never known 
in Weimar before. I have lately heard with 
great regret from Prince Edward of Saxe- 
"Weimar, that all is very different now, and 
that Eisenach has usurped the fame of 
Weimar for social enjoyments, etc. 

While on the topic of Court anecdotes, 
there is another which, although perhaps 
un peu risquee, I may venture to record here. 
There was a very handsome and fine woman 



^60 wilhelm's wanderings. 

there, the wife of the Chamberlain. The 
Frau von S — , who sitting at whist one 
evening beside the old Grand Duchess, was 
the object of admiration of two gentlemen 
standing opposite. 

" Besides the beauty of her features," 
remarked Graf von Z — , to General S — , 
**' what a very fine person she has." 

" But," answered the General, smiling, " be 
not deceived, it is all postiche.^^ 

" Not possible," continued the Graf von 
Z—. 

" I'll satisfy you on that point," added the 
•General, and providing himself with a pin, 
which he held up to his friend, " watch me 
now," he said, upon which, going round and 
leaning slightly over the back of Frau von 
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S — 's chair, as if to watch the game, he drove 
the pin into her dress low down, near the 
seat of the chair ; an instantaneous screech 
was the result, which rent the air of the 
apartment. The General, more agitated by 
what he had done than if he had blown up a 
fort, beat a retreat among the crowd, but not 
before the lady, who had half risen from her 
chair, in turning round, discovered the cul- 
prit, who was a reputed, and in fact a licensed 
farceur. The Grand Duchess, with great 
presence of mind, seeing at once that it was- 
one of the General's practical jokes, scarcely 
made a motion, and the game went on without 
interruption. It must be mentioned that the 
General was a great favourite at Court, and,, 
as such, could venture to indulge in many a 
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freak that none else would have taken the 
liberty of attempting. 

Another Court anecdote, and I have done. 

I was dancing near Prince Charles in a 
quadrille-mazurka, when the Prince caught 
me with his spur, half tripping me up, whUe 
disturbing his own equilibrium ; this brought 
both to a stand-still, of which I availed myself 
to apologise; but he would not take my 
apology, and said that " bei Gott^ the fault was 
his." To English ears that mode of ex- 
pression would have sounded very shocking, 
even in that day when pronounced aloud in 
a ball-room, but not so to German ones, being 
an exclamation quite received there, so much 
so, that it was often used by ladies. I feel 
as if I were dwelling too long on Weimar, 
and yet I fain would linger still. 
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I have already mentioned the betrothal of 
iihe Princesses. The day came after uninter- 
rupted, never to be forgotten gala festivities, 
for the severance of Princess Marie from her 
native place, where she had grown from in- 
fancy to the first bloom of womanhood. I 
never can forget that day, nor can she. 
The abschied was profoundly touching ; there 
were no diversities of sentiment; there was 
but one simultaneous pulsation in ev^ry 
heart, in every class. After the adieux in 
the Palace, a cortege wended its way slowly 
through the town to the Erfurther Thor ; 
every available spot and window were occu- 
pied with faces expressive of affection and 
regard. Twelve young girls, selected from 
the families of citizens, dressed in white with 
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bouquets in their hands, intercepted the 
passage of the Princess at one of the trium- 
phal arches, to bid her a final farewell, and 
she most graciously (for such was her nature) 
required those interesting young represen- 
tatives of the people to ascend in rotation 
into her carriage to receive an embrace, while 
they tendered their bouquets. Tears of 
mingled joy and sorrow filled every eye, and 
now the word was trab, and in a few seconds 
one of the idols of Weimar was out of sight 
on her route to Berlin. 

It was a rule with the Grand Duke and 
Duchess, as well as with the Hereditary Grand 
Duke and Duchess, after the festivites of the 
winter were over, to remove to their country 
residences for the summer, and it was the 







^s^j-. 
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established custom of gentlemen who had been 
honoured by the favours of the Court during 
the season, to pay a visit in the course of the 
season to Wilhelmsthal and Domburg, a day's 
drive from Weimar, where they were enter- 
tained with the same undeviating hospitality. 
On the 17th of July, 1827, I left Weimar for 
Paris, in company with my friend M — ^1, 
having previously duly paid my p.p.c. visits. 
That to the aged Goethe was particularly 
interesting, and gratifying; he pasted his 
portrait as a frontispiece in my album, and 
with his own hand inscribed the following 
lines in the first page thereof, besides pre- 
senting me with his medal in bronze, struck 
on the occasion of his Jubileum, and giving 
me letters of introduction to several of the 

p 
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leading litterati of that day in Paris. It will 
be observed how pithy and laconic the follow- 
ing lines are, being fall of about the most 
appropriate moral suggestions that could be 
given to a young man — 

" Was verkurtzt mir die ZeitP 

Th&tigkeit. 
Was maoht sie uneitraglioh lang P 

MuBsiggang. 
V Was bringt in Sshnlden ? 

Harren und dulden. 
Was maoht gewinnen P 

Nioht lang besixmen. 
Was bringt zu ehren P 

Sioh wehren ! 

The following is an attempted translation — 

'' What makes time flit on rapidly P 

Industry. 
What nukkes dnll hours our mind oppress ? 

Idleness. 
What leads to trouble loss and sorrow P 

Waiting for the morrow. 
What g^des ns onward to snocess ? 

Qniok decision, firmness. 
And how maiTitain onr hononr bright P 

Be armed ever for the fight. 
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The medal unfortunately, which answered 
as a brooch, lies in the bottom of a ditch in 
the Co. Ealdare, where I " came to grief " 
one day following our club-hounds; every 
endeavour to. find it, and a reward offered for 
its recovery were unavailing. As already 
stated, I left Weimar on the 17th of July, 
1827, for Paris. Doctor Bckermann (Goethe's 
secretary) of whom I possess an andenken 
in unpublished verse in my album, and which 
will be found further on, and Keinhold von 
Schwenaler, the actual president at Eisenach, 
accompanied me to the mail, and M — 1 saw 
me as far as Foulda, forty leagues from 
Weimar. It was very friendly of him, the 
more so as some months before, we were on 
the point of a hostile meeting, which Mr. R — 's 
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intervention alone prevented. In passing^ 
through Frankfort I dined with the Comta 
Bernard, the French ambassador, and his 
pretty young wife. 

Last day in Weimar^ Monday^ \&th July^ 
1827. — To-day I paid my farewell visits in a^ 
drotchJca. I began with one to 0. L., the^ 
Gretchen in Faust, which was very depressing. 
I indited the following verses for her : — 



'* Caroline, holdes Bild 
Liebentzundend, anmnthBVoll 
Bedlich sage mir doch an 
Ob dies Herz Dn breohen wilPst P 

'' Liebend lasset nns nch froh 
Immer fur Einander leben 
Nimmer von Einander trennen 
Immer f iir einander brennen. 

*' Lnst nnd Frende sind fiir mioh 
Ohne Dich, dahin, verloren 
BastloB wandle ich mnher 
Tranrig einsam fern von Dir. 
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" Dir zn Fussen werf ich mich 
Herzenklopfend bitt ioh Dioh 
Biese GniiBt erzeige mir 
Ein Eufischen, Bins bitt *ioh von Dir ! ! *' 

Dr. Eckermann's verses, as already alluded 
to, inscribed in my album, were inspired 
by the beauty of Gretchen. They are as 
follows : — 

<< Der Einzigen an der aach Du gehangen 
Bin ich nnn schon seit Jahr nnd Tag gewagen, 
Ihr zarter Both der jagendUchen Wangen 
Hat mich znerst entzuckt nnd angezogen, 
Ana ihren schonen Angen dann ein Blick 
In meinen nnd nicht konnt' ich mehr znriick. 
Und ach ! ihr Mnnd, so klein, so jnng, bo roth, 
Wie ioh ihn kanm bei fnnf zehn Jahr gefnnden 
War' einer krank, ja war' er haJb schon todt 
Yon Seinem Fener mOcht' er gleich gesnnden ; 
Ich sage dies nicht weil ich ihn genossen 
Yon bloBsem Anschan haVich's nnr geschlossen. 
Znr Erinnemng an sohdne Stnnden in Weimar. 

Weimar den 16ten 1017,1827." Yon Eckbbmann. 

Next, to the Grafinn von Gersdorff, who 
gave me a letter to her daughter in Eisenach, 
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and who was the mother, by her former 
marriage, of the Fraulein von Pappenheim^ 
just then in her seventeenth year, to whom I 
devoted many pages in my journal, and in 
whose most winning society I passed many a 
happy hour; Goethe placed Jenny von 
Pappenheim first in the ranks of the beauties 
of Weimar, To Mendelssohn, who was an 
ardent admirer of hers, Goethe said : " Jenny 
von Pappenheim is as beautiful, as uncon- 
sciously graceful and charming, as a piece of 
phosphorescent wood, or a glow-worm by 
daylight which one cannot see." {Vide 
Goethe and Mendelssohn, p. 69, by Karl 
Mendelssohn Bertholdy.) 

Then to the Hereditary Grand Duke, at 
Belvedere, where I dined by previous invita* 
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tion at three o'clock, the usual hour. I was 
deprived of the honour of seeing Her Imperial 
Highness, the Gross Fiirstinn, who was ill, 
but who sent me down a gracious message, 
wishing me a safe journey, and enquiring 
when I purposed returning. 

Took leave of the Hereditary Grand Duke 
and the Princess Augusta (now Empress of 
Germany). Both were very condescending, 
and expressed a wish that I might soon re- 
turn. I drove back to Weimar, at half-past 
four o'clock, and paid several other farewell 
visits too numerous to mention. 

I now returned to Paris to meet my 
family and patron there, and the first news 
I learned was that he had just died sud- 
denly, a sad blow to me, upsetting my 
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hopeful prospects of being launched in a 
desirable career. 

The mourning over, and the grief appeased, 
my mother having a young family about her, 
among which were three daughters in the 
bloom of youth, took up house in fashionable 
quarters. Rue Castiglione, and mixed in 
society composed of English and French. 
Her husband, although a naturalised English- 
man, was a born Frenchman. This mixture 
proved to be of much advantage, as it gave 
the young family an entree into both circles, 
a privilege enjoyed by very few English 
families, and which procured for us many 
favours, such as tickets of admittance to re- 
served places on occasions of public festivi- 
ties, and desirable before all others that of 
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•obtaining from the Due d* Aumont, First Lord 
of the Bedchamber, and from the Due de 
Luxembourg, Captain of the Body Guards, 
opera tickets for the loge des gentilshommes 
•de la chambre, as often as we chose to apply 
for them. 

We led a joyous life here for about two 
years, and having by that time, as we eon- 
fiidered, thoroughly done Paris, we with one 
record resolved on doing Italy. No marri- 
ages had taken place there, but three attach- 
ments were formed, which culminated in 
marriages later. 

The Parisian acquaintances above mentioned 
•dated from the time of my mother's marriage 
with the Count, who was on unusually 
iamiliar terms with several of the Royal 
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family, having been, as already stated, page^ 
to the unfortunate Princess Lamballe, wha 
always called him Papillon. He was very 
proud of an incident which occurred on the 
occasion of an entertainment at the Tuileries, 
when my mother, having evident signs of 
being enceinte^ was honoured by the Duo do 
Bern placing a footstool under her feet. 

The morning for our departure from the 
Rue Oastiglione was a sensational one ; the 
landau, which had been our faithful servant 
on so many daily and nocturnal occasions for 
two years, was freighted with four ladies in- 
side, two gentlemen on the box, and a femme 
de chambre and footman on the rumble, wha 
acted as courier h franc etrier when occasion 
required. Two beautiful setters, Corinne and 
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Erolic, travelled in a comfortable cradle 
slung underneath. The carriage was drawn 
by six post-horses, driven by two postillions 
in their well-known picturesque costumes,. 
Many intimates surrounded the equipage 
taking leave, and with cracking whips and 
jingling beUs, we thundered out of the porte^ 
cochere, where a crowd of badeaux was col- 
lected to witness the depart. 

We travelled day and night until we got 
to Dijon, where, finding the porte^coulisses 
shut for the night, we were obliged to take 
refuge in the suburbs. 

Florence was our destination, but the 
very hot weather induced us to defer our 
journey thither. We took a villa on the 
banks of the Lake of Geneva for three^ 
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montlis. On leaving, we took the route of 
the Simplon, Domodossola, Sestoioalende, 
where we were detained from some informal 
lity in our passports, and were obliged to 
send on our courier to Milan to get them 
regulated. We at length arrived a ban port 
in Florence, at the Hotel delle quatro 
Nazioni, where we found our good and faith- 
ful old friend, Walter Savage Landor, waiting 
to receive us, as had been arranged before 
we left Paris. 

Ah ! ! I Firenzes to scordarti ! 1 ! with 
Landor for our cicerone, we soon inspected 
all the suitable appartamenti (Taffittarsi in the 
town, and decided upon those in the Palazzo 
Pucci. They were more than sufl&ciently 
.«,mple, and having good stabling, which was 
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rarely to be had, and having made arrange- 
ments with a coachman and four horses, 
who was a good whip behind a team, we 
enmenagffd here. 

Florence was extremely gay at that period, 
although, no doubt, not nearly so full as in 
the present day, of which I can only speak 
from hearsay. What with the Grand Ducal 
balls at the Palazzo Pitti, Prince Borghese*s, 
which were the most brilliant in the town. 
Lord Burghersh*s (the British Ambassador) 
opera balls, those of the Casino dei Nobili, 
Lord Normanby's amateur theatricals, and 
many other private balls in English houses, 
horse races in the Oascine grounds, Florence 
would have proved a delightful town for 
hybemating in, had it not been for the intense 
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<3old which was felt more keenly than in more 
northern latitudes, from the absence of proper 
provisions against frost and snow. 

The principal scandals that entertained 
scandal-mongers during that season were: 
1st, The exile of Landor,* who, having been 

* Unpublished Imea by Landor, expressly vjrittenfor my albwn : — 

** PleaBnreB, as with light wing th67 S^t 
Let piniDg age reprove, 
William, on you may Heaven bestow 
Fond cares and faithful love. 

" Few friends in foreign lands we find, 
Nor many more at home, 
Some are ungrateful, some unkind. 
Time, absence, Death take some. 

'* Malice o'erpowers us madly charmed 
With dreams of deathless song, 
'Tis our prime blessing to have warmed 
The heart that holds us long. 

'*W. S. Lanboe. 
" Florence, 16th Oct., 1829.** 

'* I wish to remark that the greatest man Bugby ever turned 
out — a splendid scholar, a unique poet, and the finest writer of 
prose since Swift— was of age before Arnold was bom, and out- 
lived Arnold about a quarter of a century — I mean Walter Savage 
Landor. 

« Yours, 

<'M0STIMBX COLLIMB. 

** Enowle Hill, Berka." 
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iound guilty of some offence against police 
regulations, threatened to pull the judge by 
his throat down from his judgment seat. He, 
however, was graded before our arrival 
inhere. 2nd, A duel between Prince Demidoff 
and Baron Rosenberg, in which the former 
was killed. This sad event created a very 
painful sensation, the first intelligence of 
which reached Florence in the ball-room of 
the British Embassy, when festivities were 
at their height, by Baron Faust, Rosenberg's 
second, coming straight in from the field of 
combat, and being questioned by Lady 
Burghersh, who, by this time, had heard that 
a hostile encounter had taken place between 
the two noblemen, as to how it had ended, 
was told by Baron Faust that " Demidoff had 
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roule comme un chierty* an inliuman mode of 
expression which., as may be supposed, horri-^ 
fied Lady Burghersh to such a degree that 
from that moment the gaities collapsed, the 
rumour having spread like lightning through 
the whole company. 3rd, Another event 
which kept the tongues of commeres very 
busy was the sentimental journey ! ! ! of Lord 
N — with the Princess B — , whose husband 
was away on distant travel. Great com- 
miseration was felt for the wife of the former, 
who stood in the highest estimation in the 
Florentine circles. 

It was the custom to drive to the post- 
office in the Piazza Santa Trinita for letters. 
On one occasion we drew up there, and 
shortly after another carriage alongside of 
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ours. It contained a middle-aged lady and a 
young one in her early bloom. I was struck 
with her beauty and lady-like appearance. 
On asking the opinion of my party as to her, 
they all endorsed my views, and on the 
moment I declared that such was the lady I 
should like to make my wife. 

The same evening there was a party at 
Colonel M — 's ; we were invited. Soon after 
our arrival, how great was my pleasure in 
seeing the elderly lady and her daughter 
ushered into the apartment. As may be 
supposed, I lost no time in askiug the hostess 
who they were. She answered — 

" Mrs. and Miss , my relatives. Do 

you think the young lady pretty ? " 

" Extremely so.'* 
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" Shall I introduce you ? *' . 

" Notliing would give me greater pleasure." 

"Well, I shall do so," said Mrs. , 

adding playfully, " and then you must manage 
the rest yourself." 

" Quite fair," said I. 

I never lost sight of her; she became 
my wife. But what unprecedented difficulties ! 
The sequel will relate. As may be supposed, 

I visited Mrs. and Miss assiduously. I 

frequently took a part in Italian duets at her 
singing lessons, and although, after the 
many opportunities which presented them- 
selves in society for gaining Miss 's 

favourable opinion of me, I thought I had 
sufficiently succeeded to venture to propose 
for her hand to herself, yet I believed matters 
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did not look so favourable in sterner quarters, 
and being stfll too young and sensitive to 

venture on a rejection by Mrs. , I made 

up my mind that I would not expose myself 
to such, a fiasco^ and, being naturally of a 
romantic turn of mind at that age, began to 
meditate on a secret marriage. I sounded 
the young lady in that direction, who, 
although she received the suggestion kindly, 
yet evaded it at first playfully, and tried to 
encourage me to propose to her mother, but 
to no purpose. 

So the winter passed on with fears and 
hopes, with sighs and smiles, and the period 
arrived for a general break up of society with 
the view of spending the Holy week and 
Carnival ia Rome. Both of our families 
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started on the same iay, met on the road^ 
travelling with veturino horses to our own 
carriages, a circumstance which afEorded me 
many opportunities of familiar conversation^ 
We all arrived in Rome together, and put up 
at the same hotel. 

By this time Mrs. began to feel 

uneasy in consequence of the obvious in- 
creased intimacy between her daughter and 
me, the more so as she did not know in how 
far the match might be desirable. 

We were now both anxious that progress 
should be made ; so, overcoming my disincli- 
nation to propose. Miss complying, I 

did so, but without success, however. The- 
refusal appearing to her less positive than she 
expected, it was agreed that I should make 
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another effort. The answer on this occasion, 
although in the negative, did not seem very- 
austere, yet I gave up hopes of obtaining 
acquiescence, and began to meditate on the 
means of effecting a secret marriage, being 
of that impulsive age and temperament which 
badly brooks delay. I had letters of intro- 
duction to Roman ecclesiastics of position, 
related my case to one of them, a nephew of 
a Cardinal, informing him that, notwith- 
standing the parent's refusal, we were deter- 
mined to marry, and secret marriages being 
admissible, and even sometimes encouraged 
in Eome, he took up the matter earnestly, 
and brought about a marriage, sanctioned by 
the Pope and Cardinal Vicar, so indissoluble 
that all the efforts of the young lady's family 
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failed to dissolve it. I may remind the reader 
here that I was a younger son. 

The sentence of the Judicial Committee 
of the Privy Council, to which I appealed 
from an adverse judgment in the Arches 
Court, reversing the latter, put an end for 
ever to the' question, but not with the ulti- 
mate desired result, until seven years of 
litigation, involving an expenditure of many 
thousands of pounds, had elapsed. 

The Carnival over, both families, and in* 
deed all English ones, fled from Rome to 
Naples to escape the heat and malaria which 
never failed to pervade the holy city about 
this time. It came to be rumoured pretty 
generally at Naples that we were married, 
and on one occasion, while strolling under the 
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windows of the Palazzo, where my wife r^ 
sided, in the hope of her appearing on the 
balcony, from whence I could hold conversa- 
tion with her, I was arrested as a suspicious 
character by a posse of shirri^ and was being 
escorted to the carcere, when, on my way, 
using my best eloquence, I convinced Questi 
Signori of the truth of the fact that there 
was no malice prepense in my perambulation. 
Their conviction was complete when they 
confronted me with the porter of the Palazzo 
I was living in on the Chiaja. I was set free. 
Time went on, and notwithstanding the 
state of separation from my wife, who was 
zealously guarded by her mother, I joined 
boating parties, pic-nics, etc., although with 
little giLsto. On one occasion I was of a 
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party to Oastellamare by sea, but on the con- 
dition that we were to return the same 
evening. However, the party enjoyed each 
others company, and the lovely orange groves, 
etc., so well that they decided on staying to 
spend another day there. To this I would 
not accommodate myself, and left in our four- 
oared boat for a four hours' pull across that 
fairy-like bay, by a most glorious moonlight. 
How easily, in my isolated position, those 
Neapolitan boatmen could have robbed me, 
and thrown me overboard, and declared that 
I had fallen over! But I landed safely, 
after having enjoyed a most delightful row 
enlivened by many a barcarole, sung in 
chorus by the sailors, while keeping time with 
their oars. 
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The rumour of our marriage now reached 

jMrs. *s ears by more channels than one, 

^nd having no faith in the vaKdity of it in 
England, she made a precipitate retreat from 
Naples towards home with her daughter. I 
endeavoured by persuasion to prevent this 
insensate flight, but without effect. The 
ladies' movements were too rapid to enable 
me to have recourse to the Neapolitan 
•authorities, and the English Minister and 
^Consul would not interfere. They posted to 
Rome. I overtook them there, when on the 
3)oint of proceeding on their journey, and 
stopped their passports. This afforded oc- 
casion for conferences, in which the Pope 
and the Cardinal Vicar were appealed to, to 
Bupport their own act, while M. de la 
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Ferronaye, the French Ambassador, the- 
Chevalier Bunsen, Kessner, the Hanoverian 
Minister, and Mr. C. Greville* were actively 
engaged for the ladies, the upshot of whick 
was that although the marriage was declared 
to be perfectly legal in Eome, and would be* 
binding to all intents and purposes on Roman 
subjects, yet, the parties being English, the 
authorities would not enforce their laws on 



* This Charles Greville^ author of the nnenyiably notorionB^ 
Greyille memoirs, clerk of the Privy conncil, honor'd me by 
oonpling my name with opprobrious and imjnstifiable epithets with. 
BO many high personages, his associates and friends, on whom he- 
eqnally lavished his abuse, regardless of the sacred laws of 
hospitality. ** This stab in the dark," as I heard it called, waft- 
struck with perfect personal safety, his direction having been that 
his book was not to be published until after his death. This 0. G- 
espousing the losing side of an ill-advised and unfortunate cause, 
continued the zealous adherent of it to the end. — Vide Gbjev. Membs. 
No sooner had I discovered the unwarrantable liberties he 
insolently took with my name, which did not come under my notice- 
until, if I remember well, the fourth edition, than I communicated 
with Mr. Henry Beeve the Editor, who like a perfect gentleman, 
acknowledged without hesitation the wrong done to me, adding^ 
that the only amends now practicable would be to insert in a foot- 
note in the next edition (the 5th) an apologetic explanation and 
retraction of the noxious epithets, which accordingly is to be 
found there." 
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them. The veto was then removed from 
their passports by Cardinal Albani supplying^ 
them with especial ones, upon which they 
proceeded on their journey to England, with- 
out my consent or knowledge, to try issue^ 
there, in which they were defeated. 

Now my wife and her mother were strongly 
urged to fly out of the jurisdiction, and 
went to Paris. Yielding in nothing to the 
determination of others, and believing firmly,, 
notwithstanding the striking appearances to 
the contrary,* in the ineradicable attach- 

* ** Ot all afiiiotion taught a lover yet, 
'Tis sure the hardest science to forget ! 
m m m * * 

Unequal task ! a passion to resign, 
For hearts so tonch'd, so pierced, so lost as mine. 
Ere such a sonl regains its peaceful state, 
How often must it love, how often hate ! 
How often hope, despair, resent, regret, 
Conceal, disdain— do all things but forget ! '* 
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meiit of my wife, whicli others knew not, 
or feigned not to know, and which years of 
happiest union confirmed, I also proceeded 
thither. 

After a sojourn there of some weeks, I 
chanced to go to spend the evening at the 
Concerts Musard^ the first promenade concert 
^ver instituted in any country. As I sauntered 
round the hall with my friend C — (a Spaniard 
who had been in the Diplomatic Service in 
Madrid, but who had been exiled in con- 
sequence of displaying too conspicuously his 
admu-ation of the Queen) I beheld a pair of 
eyes staring me firmly in the face with some- 
thing of an affrighted expression, and cheeks 
as colourless as death. This was my long 
flought-for wife, whom I had not seen for 
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over six years, but with a mien so different 
from formerly, that at first I did not recognise 
her. 

I continued my promenade in a state of 
great wonderment, and at the next round I 
also stared, when I was at once convinced of 
her identity, for the electric spark had sped 
from eye to eye. She now showed symptoms 
of fainting, and the old Count P — , a Polish 
nobleman well-known in Parisian circles, who 
was escorting the ladies, went for a glass of 
water, which seemed to revive her. I was 
embarrassed as to what I should do, but re- 
straining my first impulse, I kept aloof, con- 
tinued my round of the salle^ and after she 
had composed herself, I hastened to her seat. 
In her mother s presence, and that of a few 
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friends, I asked her to shake hands. She 
rose from her seat, and refused, but as the 
attention of the surrounding audience seemed 
to be aroused, to prevent a scene she was in- 
duced to do so. I addressed myself to her 
mother, requesting an interview, which was 
granted for the following day, when I pressed 
for an immediate reintegration, but without 
success. This state of things being anything 
but satisfactory, I had recourse to the 
authorities. The juge de paix, with two 
hmssiers and a greffier, presented themselves 
at the residence of the ladies, and required 
my wife's presence in a chamber sitting 
before the President, M. de Belleyme. Here, 
the case having been argued on both sides, 
the President declined to interfere, and the 
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ladies left the court, accompanied by their 
friends. 

A hiatus of two months now took place. 
At the end of that time, walking one day in 
the Champs Elys^es, I met my wife in com- 
pany with a lady. I prevailed on them to 
direct their promenade towards the hotel in 
which I was residing with my family, and 
being anxious to gratify my eldest brother's 
<5uriosity to see my wife, I prevailed on her, 
with her friend, to enter. After a short visit, 
when the ladies were preparing to leave, my 
brother, who was of an impetuous temper, in- 
fiisted on her remaining. Her friend, getting 
much alarmed, started ofE at once to inform 
her mother of what had happened. In the 
<5ourse of two hours, Monsieur J — , the 
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lawyer of the British Embassy, arrived with 
Mrs. — 's two servants. He asked to have an 
interview with her, but was prevented from 
going farther than the door of the apartment,, 
when he called out with a loud voice, " Are 
you detained against your will," to which she 
replied in the aflSrmative. Suspecting that he 
would take active measures with the authori- 
ties to release her, I, in concert with my two 
brothers, hastily formed a plot to frustrate 
his views. 

It was^ now getting late — ten o'clock.. 
My eldest brother ordered his carriage, and 
my wife was told that, as she pressed it, I 
was ready to drive her back to her mother:. 
It was an open carriage, driven a la Daumonty 
so we wrapped ourselves up comfortably and 
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descended, accompanied by my brother ; but, 
just as she was advancing towards the car- 
riage steps, the infuriated French avocat 
issued from his ambush, the loge du portieVy 
and attempted to lay hold of her to prevent 
her from getting in. Cool as I was all 
through, I found this too trying. I caught 
Monsieur L" avocat by the throat, who, how- 
ever, would not let go his hold until strangu- 
lation compelled him. As soon as he had 
done so, I freed him from my grasp. My 
brother, assisted by his courier, lifted her 
into the carriage. Now the intrepid avocat 
threw his arms about me to prevent me get- 
ting in, when I tore myself from him, jumped 
in, and gave the word ^^ tout droits au galop. ^^ 
Q he indefatigable Frenchman gave chase in full 
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carrier e^ shouting, " la force f appeUe laforcef 
But la force was not forthcoming, and my 
hero was soon out of breath, and we nearly 
out of sight, when a contretemps occurred 
which might have occasioned another at- 
tempt at a rescue. Driving at this furious 
pace in the dark, the pole of our carriage at 
a crossing ran into the panel of a gentleman's 
chariot. The occasion was too critical to 
admit of an apology being made; the pos- 
tillion dexterously disengaged the pole, and we 
were again en route. We heard no more of 
the avocafs cries; in truth, he might have 
exclaimed " Necquicquam gemtnans, iterumque 
iterumque vocavil " 

"We soon left Paris behind, and never 
slackened pace until we halted at the porte^ 
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-cochere of the H6tel du Pare, at St. Cloud. 
It was twelve o'clock, and being the winter 
season, all was darkness here. It was a long 
time before our knocks were answered. Our 
Arrival caused great surprise and much con- 
jecture. However, we were well received, 
apartments prepared, fires lighted and supper 
served in as short a time as could be ex- 
pected. 

The next morning early, my younger 
brother arrived from Paris on horse- 
back, and also, after an hour or two, my 
eldest brother, when a promenade in the soli- 
tary park was proposed. The conversation, 
instead of turning on the stirring events of the 
previous twenty-four hours, was first, pur- 
posely, commonplace, but soon, my eldest 
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brother, pointing out the uselessness of de- 
laying there, suggested that we should all 
return to Paris, and before long we were on 
our way thither, my wife and I in the car- 
riage, and my brothers riding, each at one 
side of it. We arrived without impediment 

at the Hotel de . 

The same day, the Procureur du Roiy 
along with the Gommissaire de Police and 
four huissiersy presented himself at the hoteL 
I heard them coming upstairs, and locked 
the door of our apartment. Soon after, it 
was knocked at, and in a loud, authoritative- 
voice I heard, " Ouvrez au nom de la loil ^^ 
He came, deputed by my wife's mother, to 
release her from " durance vile" (?), and to 
restore her. I objected strongly to this, 
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and after a great deal of parleying, the Pro- 
^cureur du Boi, after taking the evidence of 
several persons in the hotel, adopted the 
medium course of placing her in the Convent 
St. Michel, where both mother and husband 
would have opportunities of interviewing her. 
To this she raised no objection, and ces 
Messieurs deposited her in the safe keeping 
of the soeurs de charite, where she remained 
from February to August, during which time, 
being, as may well be supposed, impatient 
and weary of delay, proceedings were insti- 
tuted in the Gour de Premiere Instance^ under 
the guidance of the celebrated leading 
counsel, Maitre Delangle, with a view to the 
sentence of the Privy Council being confirmed 
and enforced in Paris. I succeeded in ob- 



102 wilhblm's wanderings. 

-^ -r - ■ _ _^ 

I 

taining a decree in my favour, whicli the 
defendants appealed against in the Cour 
Royale, where I again defeated them. They 
now decided on flying to London, while their 
indefatigable avocat, who had, long ere this, 
become the risSe^ or laughing-stock of the 
bar, culminated his absurdities by again lodg- 
ing an appeal to the Cour de Gassatwn, called 
the Cour en dernier ressort All in vain. This 
Court, with my case, wound up its term, and 
was not to sit again for two or three months. 
This purpose came to my ears, and, resolving 
to thwart them, I put a veto on their pass- 
pprts at the Embassy, and addressed myself 
to the notorious Vidocq, with a view to ob- 
taining his services to have their every move- 
ment watched and reported to me. This 
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extraordinary man, of unenviable notoriety, 
had been the guiding-star of all the leading 
jUous and housebreakers in Paris, and having 
for many years thwarted the vigilance of the 
police, was caught at last, for " un pot qui va 
ioujours a Veau, a la fin se flle^ He was 
condemned to the gallies, but never wanting 
in resources as in villainy, he addressed a 
petition to the Government, saying, that, 
being tired of the profession he had been 
practising in, he now wished to become un 
honnete homrney and offered his services, as one 
eminently quahfied for the duties, as espion 
de police^ or thief-catcher, which offer, strange 
to say, was accepted, and in order to be 
justified in placing some reliance even on 
such a scoundrel, they allotted to him a salary 
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calculated to ensure his honest services. The 
authorities were not disappointed ; never had 
the secret police service been so effectual, so 
much so, that, after having completed his 
apprenticeship in his newly-adopted pro- 
fession with a satisfaction even beyond ex- 
pectation, he was appointed chef de police, 
with an increased salary. 

As such, I called upon him. He was 
sitting in his arm-chair before a table, well- 
supplied with writing material. He appeared 
to be about fifty years of age, with consider- 
able embonpoint^ a calm, somewhat sombre 
countenance, in which you could read nothing. 
He pointed to a chair in a polite and graceful 
manner, and asked me what he could do for 
me. I gave him an outline of my position 
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•as far as was necessary, also a description of 
the parties and their address. 

" That is sufficient, Monsieur," said he, " I 
;shall give you information twice each day — ^at 
mid-day and at night — as to their every move- 
ment, as to what hour they rise and go to 
rest, at what hour they go out and come in, 
Inhere they go, where they shop, who they 
visit, who visits them, the state of their 
health, their money transactions at their 
bankers, and, in a general way, what they do 
vrith it." 

" Monsieur," said I, " G^est par/ait com- 
Men ces services vont Us me couterV^ 

" Gent francs par jour, ''^ 

I thanked him for the audience, and 
Added that he should probably see me again in 
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a day or two. However, after a little reflec- 
tion, it struck me that the scheme might be- 
come very expensive, so I devised other 
means, and saw him no more. 

On the application of the ladies at the 
Embassy for passports in the name of Mrs. and 
Miss — , Lord Granville refused, in the face 
of the sentence of the Privy Council, declaring 
her to be legally married, to issue one in the 
name of Miss — , but was ready to furnish 
her with one in her married name, wHch she 
declined, but her mother having succeeded in 
obtaining one for herself and suite, my wife,, 
as one of them, managed to get away. Had 
Vidocq been retained, this would certainly not 
have happened, but eventually, as will be seen, 
it was all for the best. They went to London^ 
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In consultation with their friends, it was now 
deemed advisable to put an end to all hostili- 
ties, to have marriage settlements drawn out^ 
and that a 6(?w^^^e reconciliation should take 
place. These negociations caused a delay of 
more than a twelvemonth, and the ladies re- 

m 

turned to Paris in the interval. At length,, 
all preliminaries having been completed, a 
second marriage ceremony was performed 
according to the rites of the Church of Eng- 
land. 

Having spent a few years on the Continent 
(chiefly at St. Grermain), while domiciled 

there, it was arranged that Mrs. , having 

some business in London, should go there 
with her daughter, while I should travel to 
visit several members of my family who had 
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arrived there (at Wiesbaden) from Vienna, 
where they had spent some years. 

Outline of a Journey from St. Germain to 

Wiesbaden. 

We left St. Germain on the 20th of August, 
1839, the horses in good condition. The 
brown horse, however, had only recently 
recovered from lameness occasioned by catch- 
ing in the halter, which made us rather 
nervous on starting for such a distant place 
^s Wiesbaden (144 leagues). My wife and 
her mother met us in Paris, having come up 
"from St. Germain by the railroad to take a 
dernier adieu until October. We experienced, 
as I expected, a good deal of difficulty in 
Paris about the servant's passport, which the 
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Dutch charge d'affaires refused to sign without 
the previous signature of the ministre des 
affaires etrangeres, and being then too late to 
get the ceremony accomplished on that day,, 
and being anxious to get forward, we deter- 
mined on attempting to smuggle Philippe,, 
the groom, over the frontier, but in what 
shape or by what ruse de guerre we should 
determine later, hoping to be well inspired 
when we got near the danger. Having 
deposited our heavier luggage at a Roulage 
for Mayence, and lined our pockets with the 
materiel de guerre, and having once more em- 
braced my darling little wife, whose forlorn 
appearance, as we drove out of the hotel Bed- 
ford, is impressedon my imagination, we headed 
the horses towards Wiesbaden, leaving 
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Paris with the happy and pleasing omen of 
:a, terrible shower of rain. Everything now 
was in a charming confusion in our little 
territory, the phaeton, and to crown the 
whole, the brown horse was already evidently 
stiff in the convalescent hind leg. This was 
more disgusting by far than the rain or the 
packages that were tumbling about us in all 
directions, when the head of the phaeton had 
to be put up to protect us from the out- 
pourings of the pitiless cloud, or even than 
the cherry tarts, a parcel of which my good 
little wife brought fresh from Felix's for us, 
but which were now strewn in all directions, 
giving a teinte de rose to everything they 
came in contact with. " Ahy quelplaisir detre 
en voyagcy'* said I, quoting from " Jean de 
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Parisy" " mais hien plutSt quelle rage de vouhir 
voyager, quand il faut pour cela quitter un 
chez-soif ou regne le hien-etre, et oil le cceur e 
-contento appien, quel interet trouverai-je done 
en voyage egal a celui que m inspire mon nou^ 
veau Tie qui naguere me sount pour la premise 
fois a Vepoque meme oil les roses s^epanouirent 
autour de notre demeure ; maisje rnabandonne 
ici au sentiment au lieu de deer ire brevement les 
progres de notre voyage. Bien de plus detesfahle 
que la sortie de Paris par la Barriere de la 
Villette. On trouve a une lieue de la barriere 
V etablissement de la Poudrette.* Quelle peste I 
^^ difficile est pro prie obscena dicere^^ quelle 
uffreuse peste que la Poudrette, celui qui a 

* A receptacle for all the night soil of Paris, which is then 
manufactured into powder resembling guano, and is most 
fertilizing. 
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invents la Poudrette meriterait Vhonneur qu^(m 
lui elevdt une statue faite des materiaux memes 
que Vony emploie (night soil). 8i Venfer nous^ 
etait depeini comme horrible par la puan* 
teuvj une promenade aux alentours mSmes de la 
Poudrette ferait plus peur aux pecheurs que les- 
sermons de Vahhe . . . Nous arrivames a cinq 
heures et demie a Vergalant 5 lieues de Paris, 
ou nous couchdmes.^^ 

21st — Rose at five o'clock, went to the- 
stable and found the horses looking full,, 
well groomed, and playing— no more sign of 
lameness in the brown horse's leg; all this put 
me into pretty fair twist. Started at seven,, 
reached Claye at eight, and Meaux at ten- 
Here the baieau'poste from Paris comes 
to its journey's end. The latter is a 
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considerable town, and very pretty as 
well as its environs. The country looks 
beautiful, and the harvest most abundant. 
In half-an-hour more we pulled up at 
Tripot, having accomplished seven leagues. 
Here we breakfasted. From the carelessness 
of a coachman, who, wishing, as those people 
always do when they can, to play a little of 
the gentleman, left his horses to be har- 
nessed and put to by an ostler at a French 
' country inn, the pole of his carriage was 
broken, and his horses and harness other- 
wise injured, by the stableman making the 
reins fast to the splash-board ; for the horses 
on backing accidentally one step, felt them- 
selves pulled upon by the reins, which got 
entangled, and the more they backed, the 
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stronger the reins pulled, and then the 
backing soon became terrible. Hearing the 
noise, I ran to the window, and saw the 
coachman and two others at the wheels 
pushing like heroes against the horses, 
thus making matters worse. I cried 
out at once, " unhook the reins ! " and 
ran immediately to their assistance. My 
advice having been unheeded, I had to 
operate as well as to prescribe, and un- 
hooking the reins I at once relieved the 
poor animals from their painful and peril- 
ous situation, to the surprise of the obsti- 
nate wheel-donkeys. I have not, how- 
ever, to record a word of thanks from the 
coachman, but having on various similar and 
more serious occasions found the parties 
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:served, unthankful, I attribute tliis seeming 
ingratitude to tlie fright and alarm of the 
parties more than to ill-breeding, but some- 
times I fear it must be attributed to the 
vexation of having their ignorance exposed. 
The whole road to Bussiferes is very pretty, 
ibiit rather too hilly to please a person travelling 
with his own horses. We halted at six o'clock 
.at this place for the night, having performed 
thirteen leagues this day, outstepping our 
average distance by one league. 

22nd. — Rose at quarter-past four, went first 
rto the stable, found the brown horse stiff in 
the hind legs — ^which made me a little 
uneasy ; took him out, walked him 
twice round the yard, rubbed his legs 
well, and found on starting at a quarter* 
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past six, that the stiffness was gone. Spirits 
up again. Beautiful morning — all in good 
twist. Reached Montmirail, six leagues 
distant, at a quarter before ten. From Bus- 
siferes, the beauty of the country began to 
decline and continued uninteresting until we. 
got close to Montmirail, one of the residences 
of the Larochefoucault family, now inhabited 
by the son of the old Duke, but very badly 
kept up, and even at best a sorry residence 
for a personage of such distinction. The 
view from the chateau and all the immediate 
neighbourhood is very pretty, but a great 
want of water in the scenery. The vine is 
grown here in abundance, but the wine is 
very indifferent. We jogged on to Etoges, 
six leagues from Montmirail. Like most of 
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the other places, we did not find a tolerable 
inn there, which, having started with 
the knowledge that we should have to 
rough it a little, we did not mind. There 
was a swarm of rouUers stopping at the 
auherge that night. It must be quite acci- 
dental whenever they see a gentleman's face. 
Everybody in the small town took off their 
lats and made way for us as we strolled 
about in the evening, preferring to yawn in 
the outer air. 

23rd. — Rose at four o'clock. Horses all 
sound, and feeding well, started at six, 
E — saw no necessity for starting so early. 
Made two mid-day halts this day, the first 
at an inn on the roadside, where we got good 
coffee, and this must be said, that in France 
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you can get a good cup of coffee in the 
smallest village, wliich in England I never- 
got in the best hotels ; vrith tea it is pre- 
cisely the contrary. Our second halt was 
at Ch&lons, a good town and famous for its 
manufactories of champagne, among which, 
Monsieur Jaquesson's is one of the greatest. 
His cellars extend a league under ground, 
and he employs daily 500 persons in manu- 
facturing champagne. I acquired here a 
little knowledge respecting this far-famed 
wine, so loved by the fair sex, as well as by 
our own. I had always believed it to be a 
natural wine, whereas it undergoes a long 
course of change. So numerous and so 
troublesome are these, that the same wine 
which may be purchased for twelve or fourteen^ 
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sous a bottle in its natural state, and which 
is then called Tisanne, when manufactured 
is worth 4, 5, and 6 francs a bottle at Chgllons, 
The price varies in accordance with the degree 
of care that is taken in the manufacturing. 
"We tried it in its natural state, and found it 
as good as any champagne we had ever drunk 
and paid but If. 10s. for it in a cafe. To be 
sure it sparkled but little, but for all that it 
was excellent. 

The manufacturers are supposed to get 
three or four sous only upon each bottle, and 
yet they make immense fortunes. From 
Chalons we made Tilloy, a village of a few 
houses, where we got cheap lodgings for the 
night. 

24th. — A dispute at five o'clock in the 
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morning, with the landlady, about the bill, 
she choosing to charge double the sum agreed 
upon for our beds, and this on the plea that 
we bad called for a candle to go to bed, which 
was not in the bargain, and had called for 
towels also in the morning, which had not been 
named either when the bargain was made. 

She said that the travellers who usually 
put up at her house never required either of 
those commodities. This may give an idea 
of the sort of auherge it was. I split the 
difference with her, and we parted pretty 
good friends. 

All this country from Etoges is very detest- 
able; scarcely a tree to be seen, and the soil 
very poor, resembling very much altogether 
the road from Boulogne to Calais. 



wilhelm's wanderings. 121 

At nine o'clock we passed through Saints 
Menehouldf a good town and pretty neigh- 
bourhood. It was market day, and we 
stopped to make a provision of fruit, which 
was tolerably good, and very cheap. 

The foregoing days may give a good idea 
of the manner in which several of the follow- 
ing were spent. The many towns which we 
afterwards passed through, until we got to 
Longui, the frontier town, seemed only to 
vary in name. Nothing interesting in town 
•or country. 

We kept pretty steady to fourteen leagues 
•a day, starting at four or five o'clock each 
morning, and arriving at six or seven in the 
evening. 

The approach to Longui, which is the last 
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French town, is very pretty. It is at onbe^ 
evident that one is getting into a country 
very different in appearance, being more hilly^ 
and picturesque. The town is well fortified,, 
and very small. 

At three-quarters of a league from thence 
we met the Douane, which detained us half 
an hour, and made me deposit eleven francs 
for taking horses out of France, which are to- 
be returned to me again, whatever frontier I 
return by. 

One league further on we got into the Bel- 
gian territory, where we found the Douaniers. 
very civil, and they only took our names from 
our passports. Two leagues from this we got 
into the new Dutch territory, where we were* 
at once allowed to pass, on declaring we had 
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Dothing with us subject to duty. The countiy 
about here is varied and pretty, until one geta 
within a few leagues of Luxembourg ; it be- 
comes then very insipid. 

We got into Luxembourg late on the 26th.. 
The inn here, without being remarkably 
good, was the best we had met with for some- 
time. 

Left Luxembourg at five o'clock on tha 
27th, and although it was pouring rain, 
we were delighted with the picturesque ap- 
pearance of the town on the side on which we 
left it. The strongest town I believe I ever 
saw. An immense and steep hill down and 
another up, no end to fortifications, and the 
entrance to the town is a long and narrow 
ridge of rocks. It was curious to see tha- 
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pinnacle of a very high steeple below us (be- 
longing to a village beneath), just as we got 
out of the first gate of the town. 

We got to Trier, or Treves in the after- 
noon, but not without having been excited to 
anger by the annoyance of the Prussian 
Douaniers, who had everything taken out of 
the carriage, and obliged us to pay eleven 
irancs duty for an old saddle and two guns, 
which had been used. 

Trier is a very fine town, and inhabited by 
many wealthy private families. There are 
many remains of Roman architecture in the 
place, and among others, the Porta Nigri, 
which is very well preserved, and reminds me 
of the Colosseum at Rome on a very small 
«cale. 
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We slept at Hezeratt, having travelled fif- 
teen leagues from Luxembourg, under heavy 
rain almost all the way. Here a person may 
purchase good shooting at the low rate of 
forty francs a year. 

Nothing interested us now along the road 
until we approached Coblentz. The Moselle 
runs into the town from this side, and we 
crossed it over a very handsome bridge. 

Coblentz seemed very much the sort of 
town I expected it to be. Fine inns, fine- 
rows of houses, promenades, and all that 
bustle along the Rhine Quay, which must be 
met with where such shoals of travellers 
arrive and leave every day. 

We stopped at the Giant Hotel, with the 
celebrated fort of Ehrenbreitstein exactly op- 
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posite our windows ; but I was so mucli dis- 
appointed with its appearance that I sulkily 
refused to walk up to inspect the interior, the 
distance being under half an hour's walk. I 
have nothing to say against the strength of 
the place as a fortress, as far as I could judge, 
but I expected to see an extensive noble ruin, 
whereas, the masonry had quite a modern 
appearance. 

We went to bed very early, and started also 
very early the next morning for Ems. We 
crossed the bridge of boats, and after a 
long and steep ascent under the battlements 
of Ehrenbreitstein, we enjoyed a very pretty 
drive to Ems through a mountainous and 
well wooded country. An exceeding long 
descent brought us into Ems, which we 
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reached at nine o'clock, having left Coblentz 
At seven. 

We were enchanted with this place. I never 
saw anything so beautiful in its way. The 
town is all in length, and for the most part 
the houses are only on one side of the street, 
built immediately under immense impending 
cliffs. A river then runs opposite the houses 
on the pther side of the road, and beyond the 
river, a narrow tract of ground laid out in 
gardens and meadows, and in the back- 
ground beautifully wooded mountains. The 
scenery is very close, and the cliffs and hand- 
somely built and clean-looking houses, then 
the road, then , the river, and then the steep 
mountains, form altogether a most beautiful 
coup d^oeiL 
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However, the season was gone by, and thigp 
was plain without enquiry, for every path and 
promenade were so trodden down that it was 
evident the place had recently been crowded,, 
and now only here and there a lingerer was 
to be seen. 

The numerous hotels here are very splen- 
did, as in almost all watering places in Ger- 
many of any celebrity, and the exterior of the 
houses in particular is extremely clean. 

From Ems we drove to Schwalbach. The 
road here decreased in beauty after a couple 
of hours* drive. Schwalbach was also de^ 
sorted — very pretty, but inferior to Ems in 
every respect, except as to the hotels, which 
were, I think, pretty nearly as fine. 

We found, however, one comfort arising' 
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out of this state of desolation, namely, that 
we had a dozen idle servants waiting and long- 
ing for a job ; so we were well attended. 
Here we met with a disappointment, for we 
expected that G — would have sent a pair of 
his horses on to meet us, by which means we 
should have reached Wiesbaden the same 
evening. We had written to him from Cob- 
lentz to that effect, but neither horses nor 
letter had arrived. 

We left Schwalbad late, at half -past eight 
o'clock, and encountered a long, stiff hill in 
starting ; but this was an occurrence of every 
hour in this country. 

The drive to Schlangenbad is very pretty. 
This place, composed of a few fine hotels, is 
about a league and a half from Schwalbach, 
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and lies prettily in a nook ; but after that the 
road to Wiesbaden seemed uninteresting, 
when compared with the delightful drive of 
the day before. We passed through Biberich, 
the residence of the Grand Duke of Nassau. 
It is on the Rhine (nearly opposite Maintz), 
a small town, with a tolerable palace. 

At half-past twelve o'clock we reached the 
place of our destination. Wiesbaden disap- 
pointed us at first in every respect — nothing 
picturesque, nothing grand — rows of large, 
unfinished houses of brick arrested our view 
on all sides. 

Our first enquiry was for the Pariser Hof — 
for we had discovered by the Wiesbaden 
strangers' list, which we found in SchwaU 
bach, that Baron G — von and Baron 
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P — von and suite, etc., etc., had taken 

up their residence at the Pariser Hof . We 
were soon at the door, and I suppose the 
jstrange Grerman servant who came out to 
receive us must have known us by instinct, 
for as soon as I began to ask, " ist der HerrJ** 
Tie interrupted me by saying, "^a wokl, ja 
wohl,*^ and off he ran (wonderful for a Ger- 
man to run) to inform all the host of barons 
and baronesses, and counts and countesses, of 
our arrival, and in the meantime G — *s little 

tiger came forward to do the honours of the 
stable. 

Now our curiosity was strained to the 
highest, for, as during their foreign residence 
of two years among Viennese, and Turks, 
and Greeks, and Austrians, they had be- 
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come barons by title, so did we expect per- 
sonal changes, and also mental, in accordance. 
I shall begin by introducing the first who 
showed himself, and that was Baron G — von 

, with a Scotch dressing gown, Turkish 

slippers, and Greek cap, a profusion of Turk- 
ish chains and rings, and a soupgon of an 
Irish brogue, which, by-the-by, contrasted 
strangely with the Turkish slippers, etc. 

" Well, boys, how are you ? Damn it, how 
queer you look 1 Why you are both the pic- 
tures of the pigs Paddy Murphy used to shave- 
at — after he had killed them. Ha I ha f 
ha 1 How devilish queer you look 1 1 I Ah I 
why do you shave your faces so bare ? *' 

This was the sentimental strain in which 
the wearied and hungry travellers were re- 
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-ceived by the Maestro di Casa, after years of 
.separation, 

Next came Baron P — von , with a 

^serious, philosophical scrutinising expression 
but equally amusing and foreign in appear- 
ance. He was scarcely to be recognised, for 
his person was altered materially, whereas it 
was more the other's dress. From stout and 
Herculean he had become emaciated and 
'Quixotic ; and from erect as a drum-major, 
bent nearly in two. It seemed almost as if 
his former strength and emhonpoint had all 
grown into beard, for in this there was no 
deficiency ; nor should I have quarrelled with 
him upon its length if he had had it combed 
or brushed, but it appeared as if it never had 
come in contact with any of the instruments 
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which belong to an English dressing table^ 
with the exception of a surface of, perhaps,, 
altogether one inch, which he condescended 
to shave once a week, probably on Sunday, 
before not going to church. 

Then came the Countess — a lovely ruin. 
Then Baroness M — , who had not grown any 
fatter, for a very good reason — that it was 
impossible. 

All this company met in the stable, and a 
filthy one it was ; but the greater the compli- 
ment to us, unless, to be sure, their object in 
hurrying downstairs was to gratify their own 
curiosity, expecting, perhaps, to find us as sin- 
gular-looking in their eyes as they were in 
ours. 

And now Mr. B — , who had lately arrived 
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from Ireland with a bundle of leases to be 
signed, met us in the garden as we were ad- 
journing to a more suitable place of recep- 
tion. Last, and least (in size, though cer- 
tainly not in other respects) came N — . 
Sudden was the change her appearance caused 
in me. She was now near nine years old, and 
I had not seen her for seven years. She had 
a strong likeness of her father, but also a 
something indescribable of her mother, which 
brought at once most vividly to my mind the 
sad history of my poor sister's unhappy mar- 
riage and of her untimely end, attended as it 
was with so many painful circumstances. I 
loved in an instant a child I had scarcely ever 
thought of before. My mirth was therefore 
now changed into sadness and melancholy, 
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which I studied to conceal from my mother, 
whose death-warrant I could probably then 
have signed by revealing to her the thoughts 
which were passing in my mind. 

However, I managed to seem well pleased, 
as before, and to enjoy the jokes which were 
flying in profusion. My mother's observa- 
tion amused me most ; after she had atten- 
tively surveyed my person for some time, she 
was puzzled, she declared, to say what it was 
about me that struck her peculiarly. At last 
she ascertained the fact was I looked too clean. 
En effet mj well-shaved chin and upper lip, 
my clean linen and neckcloth, and well- 
brushed hat and coat, contrasted not a little 
with the shaggy, seedy, ill-accoutred persons 
of my respected relatives. 
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I was next introduced into the apartment of 
iihe Baroness von W — , whom I found sur- 
prisingly little changed for ten years, for so 
long it was since I last saw her doing so 
much better than anybody else could do, et 
x^est heaucoup dire^ the honours of a Parisian 
drawing-room. 

We talked over by-gone days, which I re- 
gretted not, and over a list of acquaintances, 
many of whom had since then made their 
final exit. She showed me F — , lying in his 
.bed, an invalid of three weeks. I thought that 
for a boy of ten years old there was a great 
•deal of ridiculous state about him ; but this, I 
understand, was always her fancy with re- 
gard to him. A rich dressing gown over his 
nightdress, a fancy cap, and a servant stand- 



138 wilhelm's wanderings, 

ing at the foot of his bed. An interesting 
looking boy, with a great likeness to his 
father. I could not help thinking how diffe- 
rent the state was with which he was sur- 
rounded when last I saw him eight years ago 
in a cabin by the road side, near Genoa,, 
where he had been put to nurse. It waa 
quite evident then, that as little time as pos- 
sible was spent in attending to him, and yet 
he was the picture of health ; now he is the 
object of the most tender solicitude of a 
wealthy Baroness, his grandmamma, and his 
constitutional appearance seemed sadly fallen 
off. 

But enough on the subject of the meeting. 
Now for the comforts of the house, and so 
numerous are they that I shall be ruined in 
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ink and paper if I undertake to describe. I 
was surprised at no person offering to show 
me to my room, and I enquired of my own 
people whether any room had been prepared 
for us, supposing such must have been the 
case, as there was a week's notice of our 
arrival. 

The answer to my question was — 
" I don't know; very likely." 
" Well, whom had I better ask ? " 
" Keally, I don't know. I suppose the 
mistress of the house." 

This short dialogue showed me plainly that 
I was not going to be taken much care of, un- 
less I took care of myself. I resolved therefore 
at once to make myself quite independent. I 
called for the mistress, and was soon accom- 



140 WILHELM's WANDERINGS- 

modated with a very nice room ^ au premier, 
for one florin a day (about two shillings). 
She informed me that the price of the same 
room during the season (which was now gone 
by) was two florins per day, which struck me 
as exceedingly dear. 

The dining hour of this country (two 
o'clock) being now near, T enquired of one of 
•our ladies how they managed about din- 
ner, or whether they had any regular dinner. 
For, had they answered in the negative, I 
should scarcely have been surprised. They 
got their dinners sent in from a restaura- 
teur's and I was to join their party. 

Well, dinner came in all at once, but the 
guests only one after the other, with an in- 
terruption of three, five, or ten minutes be- 
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tween each. No carver, or rather all were- 
carvers, for all helped themselves. Nor did 
the dishes go regularly round, but each 
stretched across the table to reach by his own 
endeavours, upon which alone he could rely 
to get whatever his eye was upon. Nothing- 
could be more deafening than the noise, more 
confusing than the confusion. Each one was 
either laughing, prating, or claiming to be- 
heard. Jolly enough were they, but I con- 
fess that I was so much broken in to silence at 
home, that the contrast was here too strong^ 
for me to be able to enjoy what every person 
else seemed to enjoy so much. E — , although 
he had arrived with me into this noisy den^ 
was here in his glory, for wrangling and 
laughing were his forte. But although I said 
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the least to make any one laugh, I certainly 
<3aused more laughter than all the rest put 
together, by my grave countenance, and my 
systematic way of setting to work. For I 
commenced with filling my glass with water 
and rinsing and well wiping every spoon, 
fork, or other utensil I was likely to require 
during the repast, and I am sure it was not 
trouble spent in vain, and I had been so 
successful that each other person now com- 
menced following my example, with equal 
.success, a thing no one had ever thought of 
before. However, the end of it all was a 
strong injunction on the part of Gr — to 
the restaurateur's people to be more particular 
in future. 

The foregoing shows how a few years* 
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residence abroad had eradicated the habits of 
comfort and savoir vivre of English life out of 
the minds of these expatriated good people. 

The season was now nearly over here, and 
the only acquaintance of interest to me I met 
was Doctor PhiUimore— who had been my 
leading counsel in my matrimonial suit in the 
Arches Court of Canterbury, and his son, 
whom he introduced, and who is now, if I 
mistake not, the Right Honble. Sir R. J. 

« 

Phillimore, Judge of the Probate, Divorce, 
and Admiralty Division of the High Court of 
Justice. 

Having passed a week or more with 
my relatives, I returned to St. Grermain, 
taking a change of route through Bavaria, 
and the only incident I shall record on that 



I 

I 
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occasion is that I was taken prisoner, bag^ 
and baggage, in one of the towns, for de- 
frauding the Government by evading toll 
duties. 

The punishment for this grand offence was- 
imprisonment. Two gendarmes followed me- 
to the hotel, and informed me of my fate, but 
but upon my agreeing to pay two sentinels 
to keep watch over me until the authorities^ 
had pronounced sentence, I was allowed to 
remain in the hotel, and my horses were not 
put in pound. 

It happened fortunately that the court sat 
the next day in a town about eight miles 
distant, whither I drove in a post- chaise, 
escorted by my two gendarmes. My case 
took precedence of all others. I pleaded my 
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own, explaining that there was no malice 
prepense on my part, that I saw no toll bars, 
as in my own country, when the presiding 
magristrate stated that the custom was difEe- 
rent here, that, true enough, there were no 
toll-bars, but that there were officers in every 
town to receive the fees, and that travellers 
were expected to know where to find them ! I ! 

I then paid the fees, and the sentinels* 
time, post-chaise, etc., and started for home, 
but, I confess it, not without uttering (men- 
tally) some imprecations against Bavarian 
customs. 

I arrived safely, and congratulated myself 
on being once more in the bosom of my 
family, where I found all thriving to my en- 
tire satisfaction, especially my firstborn. 
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whose wet-nurse was a trained goat, and from 
whom he got the best of mUk directly from 
the fountain head, or as the French would 
say, a meme. 

In course of time we returned to our 
native country, established our permanent 
abode there, along with my mother-in-law 
on the velvet banks of a romantic stream, 
tributary to the river * * *, where 
the rolling stone gathered moss abun- 
dantly, while the water's ever varying course 
now precipitate over its rocky bed, now 
gliding serenely over sparkling sands, pour- 
tray ed faithfully my own life's way, which 
thenceforth resolved itself into one of harmony 
and content in the midst of our children 
and grandchildren. 
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Confessions at Brighton. 

I frequently passed the long intervals which 
•occurred between the proceedings in the 
Arches Court and Privy Council, in Brighton, 
sometimes very desponding in mood, some- 
times buoyant in spirits, for I was young, 
and even reckless, from what I considered 
very heartless treatment ; I availed myself of 
every amusement that was accessible to me, 
hunting, shooting, boating, dancing. My 
position in society here was peculiar; some 
persons were as strongly convinced that I 
was a married man as others were of the 
<5ontrary. As to myself I felt that my fate 
was depending on the glorious uncertainty of 
the law. I was, as may be supposed, better 
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received into the houses of the latter. But 
there was a third party, who were dubious^ 
and whom I found more diflBcult of access than 
the former. My residence was in Brunswick 
Square. In Brunswick Terrace, which at 
that time was not half finished, was con- 
spicuous a window garden. I frequently 
sauntered by that way. Peeping out through 
the flowers I espied a lovely head. I got 
fond of passing that way ; the frequency of 
my strolls was noticed, first by the young 
queen of the window garden, who vouchsafed 
complacent smiles upon the passer by, but- 
soon afterwards by her parents. The flower 
of the bouquet now disappeared from among^ 
her companions. I forsook that promenade^ 
and resorted to the lonely beach, which at 
that early period was in truth lonely. I, 
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however, was constant to it, and at last I 
descried a female figure, whicli I had never 
seen before. I recognised the features. I 
ventured to advance in her direction. Soon, 
however, a significant sign compelled me to 
desist. The interesting unknown one sat 
down on the shelving beach. I, keeping at 
a very respectful distance, picking up a large 
oystershell, also took a seat on the shingle, 
and taking out my pencil, began to indite a 
short but sentimental epistle. , I could per- 
ceive by the lady's movements, although so 
slight, that she fully comprehended what I 
was doing. The scroll which contained the 
following lines — 

** Bepose with me, O, nymph so f air. 
Upon this lonely beach secure, 
And let the moments we rest there. 
At least one happy hour ensure. 
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And as ihe heaving billows Bwell, 
In nnion our hearts will, too. 

Of youthful loTe I'll fondly tell. 
And Thee, by it inspired, will woo. 

And as each wave, sucoeeding wave 
Commingle in a wild embrace. 

From Thee such blissful lot I'll crave. 
And hearts and arms we'll interlace." 



— completed, I walked away, depositing^ 
conspicuously the billet doux where I sat. 
I now proceeded at a slow pace for a 
considerable distance along the shore, and 
at length to my great satisfaction, saw 
the shell taken up and carried away. Thus 
ended that day's adventure, and I was left to 
ruminate on what had taken place. The 
following day I made it a point to renew my 
stroll in the same place, and after a long». 
trying suspense, I beheld the object who was 
absorbing my thoughts. I was cautious as 
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to approaching, and a sign soon indicated 
that I was not to do so. I therefore kept 
aloof, yet watching closely every movement, 
I observed the lady pick up something and 
take some other thing out of her reticule, and 
bring the two objects, whatever they were, 
into prolonged contact. She then rose, and 
after enacting precisely the same dumb show 
which I had gone through the day before^ 
walked away. After some time, inspired by 
some irresistible influence, I proceeded to the 
hallowed spot, and there espied, if not the 
identical, at least the pendant of my yester- 
day's missive. I read it eagerly as may be 
supposed; it contained expressions of as 
much sympathy as I could have expected. 
These manoeuvres were repeated day after 
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day for some time, without progress being 
marked in any other way. At length a hiatus 
occurred; and was prolonged so far as to 
make me believe the romance was at an end. 
In my anxiety I managed to have enquiries 
made, and learned that the young lady was 
dangerously ill. I was much affected by this 
information, although I had never spoken to 
her. My secret enquiries were now un- 
remitting, and ere long the news came that 
she had been carried off by gastric fever I 
Most melancholy 1 Beautiful in feature, 
sylph-like in stature, and in her eighteenth 
summer ! 

The sad finale to this sentimental episode 
made a deep impression on me ; I avoided 
frequented places and led the life of a recluse 
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^or some time, except as far as boating and 
'bathing went. The autumn came, the 
hunting season opened for the East Sussex 
hounds, under the mastership of the Honble. 
•Craven. 

HUNTING SONG. 

Air—" In CeUar Cool." 

In stable snng I choose and pick, a swift and danntless hunter, 
JB'ly to the meet in double qnick, each danger to encounter ; 
On cob compact and sure of foot, and canter never broken. 
Thro* storm and rain and mud I shoot, begrimed "with many a 

token. 
The courteous salutations o*er, the friendly grasp completed, 
Quick in mj saddle, shine or pour, I now am firmly seated. 

With one accord to covert side, the field hies swiftly trotting, 
•Come grief, come luck, resolved to ride, and turn away for nothing , 
And when the trills of horn arise in life I prize but one thing, 
And no man envy or despise when hunting, hunting, hunting. 

And when the tally-ho resounds in full speed to the fronting, 
Each right man eager dauntless bounds, and now we're hunting, 

hunting, 
3nt if o'er fence to grief I come, and in the mud lie grunting, 
<Of bliss I've reach'd the highest sum, in hunting, hunting, hunting. 
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Ere long some friendly Land pulls up, affdrds the help that's. 

wanting, 
Yonchsaf es a welcome stirrnp cnp, proclaimB the pack st31 hunting ;. 
So with a will on, on I go, my neck as nothing counting, 
And hear once more sweet tally-ho, and tme men onward bounding 

What glorious sounds now rend the air. 

The hounds their prey su: Jonnding, 
The varmint midst fierce gi'owls now share. 

And thus ends hunting, hunting. 



I do not purpose giving here a report of the^ 
season, but shall confine myself to one events 
After an unusually long and severe run on 
the downs, the fox being now sorely pressed,, 
committed suicide by leaping down the per- 
pendicular cliff, about one mile east of where* 
Kemp Town then terminated, and before the 
pack could be whipped off, several of them in 
the heat of the chase followed their game*. 
One of the whips and a few riders galloped 
towards Kemp Town, got down on the strand 
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and found fox and hounds perfectly lifeless. 
Those tidings soon came back to the master 
and the field, who were waiting at the fatal 
spot. The whip handed the brush to the 
master who, for some reason that I know not,, 
taking me for a foreigner, rode up and with 
a very polite speech in good French, pre- 
sented me with the brufaxi. I shall say nothing 
about field accidents which occurred that 
season, except this that I was laid up dis- 
abled for months, and during my confine- 
ment, which lay hard upon me, the following 
mysterious occurrence took place, which was 
a great boon in my solitude. 

One day, the — , 1834, a servant in blue 
livery knocked at my door, and after leaving a 
letter for me containing the following verses,. 
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ran off in a great hurry as if to prevent his 
being seen by me. My friend Captain B — , 
•came in almost immediately after. 

'* When pensive, sad, along the shore I walk, 
And think of thee with whom I sometimes talk. 
Thy well lov*d image how I long to see, 
It is so dear, so truly dear to me. 
No pen, fair youth could ever half pourtray, 
The feel, I feel, but should my heart betray 
What unreturn*d, disdain'd perhaps, may prove 
How weak is woman, but how strong is love. 
O, let one pitying smile upon me fall, 
'Twill soothe my sorrows, 'twill requite for all. 
A form so fair will have a fairer mind. 
Features like them pourtray a heart that's kind ; 
A mien so noble and so full of grace. 
At once proclaims the man of gentle race. 
How highly bless'd is she whose magic poVr, 
Hath kept thee with her for one happy hour j 
Whilst I, alas, perhaps am doom*d to be 
A girl made wretched for eternity. 
Eighteen summers o'er my head have roll'd, 
My mother's dead, my father's blind and old, 
My sister's married, but of me 'tis said, 

** Thy die is cast — thou wilt remain a maid." 
Two fine estates of fair extent I name 
My marriage portion ; they will still remain 
For thee lov'd — should this hapless rhyme 
Induce thee now to join thy fate with mine $ 
How deeply rooted is my love for thee, 
In thy fond care with what security 
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Would Ellen place her all, herself, her life ; 

E'en as companion if not as ihy wife, 

At eight to-night upon the esplanade, 

Pray come and meet this sad love -stricken maid, 

On lowest walk, near to the water's side. 

With cloak of satin black, with hat untied, 

With ermine boa floating in the air. 

Her feathers drooping and her right hand bare. 

Just by that spot as Brighton's boundary known 

You'll see your loving Ellen on a stone ; 

Shoulds't come, thoul't see the author of these lines, 

Shoulds't not, thy heart was born in colder climes, 

Then let me die, since fate thus wills my doom, 

Unlov'd by him, forgotten hut unknoivn ! " 

E. G., Post Office, Brighton, 

Such were Ellen's lines. B — and I read 
them over together, and did not know what 
to make of them. I was too much of an 
invalid to go to the appointed place, and the 
thing appeared in fact so like a hoax, that I 
was not all heart and soul on the occasion. 
My friend B — volunteered to go in my stead 
with a message, but still he thought, he said, 
half joking, " a hazardous undertaking, for 



1 
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perhaps," added he, " it is somebody who 
wants to give you a d — d good licking, and 
in that case it would be no joke for me to get 
it instead of you." 

However, he went at eight o'clock, and 
reported a female very mysterious in appear- 
ance just at the appointed place, and walked 
up to her. She was dressed as described, 
and met him half way, but on coming close 
to him, she said — 

" You are not the person I expected you 
to be." 

Captain B — answered — 

" I know it, but I have come on the part 
of that person. " 

" "Who do you mean," she said. 

He answered. 
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" Ah, yes," replied the unknown one, 
"** well, what is your message ? " 

" He is so ill that he dares not come out 
to-night, and he sent me to say you should 
have a reply to your letter to-morrow/' 

'' That will do," said Ellen, and left the 
place. The darkness of the night, and the 
thick black veil which she wore, prevented 
him from discovering her features. I was 
more puzzled than ever. It began to look 
more earnest, but I could not form any idea 
who Ellen might be. I replied at great 
length using every argument, I could devise, 
to induce her to visit me in my solitary and 
prostrate position, and resolving not to be 
outdone in warmth of address, I indited the 
following lines — 
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" Aa Eloisa, if thon'lt fly to me, 
More warm than Abelard I'll prove to thee ; 
Attnn'd to mirth, we'll frolic, kiss and play. 
New joys devise for each recurring day. 
Hy love, my life, my soul shall ere be thine, 
And mntaal raptnres shall our hearts entwine ; 
We thus shall ere dispel all dullness from life's stream, 
Each hour of bliss shall glow in pleasure's brightest beam." 

I was much disappointed at not getting an 
answer in due course, and began to think the 
romance was ended ; but late in the evening- 
of the second day, a maidservant brought me- 
a letter containing a lock of hair, with the- 
following words : — 

" Dearest, dearest , your Ellen iff 

undone." 

And thus obscurely ended this mysterious 
romance, until one fine day Captain B — re- 
vealed to me the fact that all this was a hoax, 
concocted by his wife and himself to amuse 
me during my illness. 
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AT BRIGHTON, 1834. 

AN APPARITION. 

Bright as the even'g star, set in cerulean sky ; 

Chaste as the driven snow-flake, ere its flight is o'er; 

Forms like yonder Venus in Medici's proud hall; 

Looks which, bewildering, strike with basilisk power. 

Snch was the apparition which, in the crowded throng. 

On yester eve my eyes gazed on for one short hour, 

Vanishing from my view, meteor-like, at night. 

Ne*er more to be beheld ; stricken with woe I stood, 

Comfortless, dejected, disconsolate, and sad. 

Where seek thee now, bright form ? lost in the wide expanse. 

Wafted, maybe, ere now o'er seas to realms afar ! 

TO . 



AT BRIGHTON. 

My passion supreme is a boarding-r chool miss. 
With pale flowing hair and lips cherry red, 

I long, tho' fnll early, to teach them to kiss. 
My thirsty soul sighs for the nectar they'd shed. 

Unconscious she is of her precious sixteen, 
*Twere charity pure to enlighten her mind, 

And tell her while spring is the brightest of green. 
To love ; and to lover be tender and kind. 

Anbodotks OF Walter Savage Landob, from 
Personal Rkcollections. 

I may with confidence give here, although 
succinctly, a faithful description of Lander's 

M 
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physique somewhat later than at the meridian 
of his life, not only from having seen so much 
of him at that period, but also from having 
now before me his portrait which he sent me 
from Bath, together with a beautiful oil paint- 
ing of St. Cecilia. He had good reason to be 
proud of his powerful frame (which, I fear, 
he often used rashly) : broad and rather 
square shoulders, widely-expanded chest, com- 
fortable-looking body, yet not too much 
evibonpoint^ filling patriarchally his arm chair, 
which he was, at this time, getting rather too 
fond of. XJnclassical, and, therefore, contra- 
dictory as it may seem, he wore his hair, of 
which he had still a creditable supply, very 
far back off his largely-expanded forehead, of 
which he was, as I used to think, as proud 
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as of his other parts. Yet he never vulgarly 
^ave expression to this opinion of himself. 
Heavy, yet not meeting eyebrows, un- 
classical nose and mouth, with projecting 
under lip and a too long chin, shaved con- 
scientiously close, with the exception of a 
Blight whisker. His dress was plain, without 
the least pretension to fashion, but decidedly 
seedy, and a hat which he must have had a 
lasting attachment for (which came to grief 
curiously, as will be seen hereafter). His 
gait was still firm, and his tout-ensemble 
looked sturdy. On the whole, in appearance, 
in manner, and especially in conversation, he 
was a most refined gentleman, notwithstand- 
ing an occasional fiery outburst of temper. 
Although it might be thought the danger 
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would be incurred of nauseating the public- 
with the subject of W. S. Landor after all 
that had been published about him by Foster 
and others, yet, as the following pages will 
be found so different in purport from what 
has preceded, they may be acceptable to the 
gay if not to the grave. 

The writer had the privilege of close in- 
timacy with that extraordinary man, not from 
identity of pursuits or sympathetic mind, but 
rather from accident, and the acquaintance 
once made, was cemented by the circumstance 
that Landor found in him an attentive and 
unopposing listener, and ever-delighted 
hearer. 

In early life, Landor resided in Bath, the 
place of his predilection in England, a& 



wilhblm's wanderings. 165 

Plorenoe was in Italy. He there became 
acquainted with two young ladies, sisters of 
^reat beauty. The naivete and sprightliness 
of their disposition attracted him, perhaps, 
as much as their personal advantages. He 
•constantly sought their society, and although 
neither of them admired his exterieur, yet both 
delighted in his company, particularly as he 
bore remarkably well being made a butt of by 
them, which their natural wit often furnished 
occasion for, and which he encouraged. 

Their saunters through the charming 
environs of Bath were of almost daily occur- 
rence. On one of these occasions, their 
passegiata led along the canal. The trio, at- 
tracted by the gambols of a flock of ducks 
Javing in the sunshine, halted to enjoy the 
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scene. The innocent pleasure, howreyer, wa» 
"^ but of short duration, for a sturdy schoolboy, 
passing on the opposite bank, thought he- 
might as well have a little fun too, and began 
to pelt the harmless aquatics mercilessly with 
stones. 

The young ladies took umbrage at once at 
this, expostulated with their feminine voices 
across the water as best they could, but were 
powerless to produce any diminution in the 
young savage's wicked ardour. Their appeal 
to Landor was instantaneous, who, too happy 
to have an opportunity of doing the hero, at 
once, with his stentorian voice, commanded 
the youngster to cease. He, perfectly un- 
moved either by his voice or gestures, pro- 
ceeded with his pastime, upon which, Landor^ 
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after a short pause, occasioned by a choking 
from ire, now exclaimed, with his loudest 
thunder — 

" You scoundrel ! if I was on the other 
side I would fling you headlong into the 
canal." 

The flashing of his eyes completed the 

m 

representation of a thunderstorm. The 
schoolboy calmly replied — ■ 

** It would take a man to do that." 
Shall I attempt to describe Lander's ex- 
pression of countenance, leonine under the 
slightest provocation ? 

Well, the young ladies, by a sudden revul- 
sion of feeling to one of extreme hilarity, 
broke into screams of laughter, which were 
distinctly echoed from the opposite bank. 
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The great poeb's aspect on tliis trying occa- 
sion would forcibly remind any one who has 
seen Rossini's delightful opera of "La Ceneren- 
tola/' of that of Don Magnifico, when he is 
compelled to confess, " Chi mi guard a vede 
chiaro, cheil sommaro e tl genitorJ^ But to 
make the situation more piquant still, I must 
state that one of Lander's salient points of 
character was the pride he took in his manli- 
ness and athletic parts, conceiving himself to 
be, and not without some reason, a happy 
medium between an Antinous and a Her- 
cules. 

Lander married, and went to reside at 
Fiesole, near Florence, with his wife and 
children. One of those ladies, for whom he 
retained ever after their early friendship a 
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sincere affection, also married, and became 
the mother of a numerous family. 

Years rolled on, and lanthe — for this was, 
in truth, the ** lanthe " of his poem — arrived 
in Florence, a widow, with a grown-up family, 
consisting of three daughters and the writer 
of these pages. 

Landor flew to hail their arrival, and met 
the young people, as well as their mother, 
with all the warmth of an old friend, although 
he had never seen the former before. He 
^oon brought about an acquaintance between 
the two families, and walked into Florence 
.almost every second day to breakfast with 
lanthe's family, returning their attentions 
with occasional invitations to dine at Fiesole. 
'Those reciprocal entertainments were of the 
most hilarious and delightful character. Thus, 
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on an occasion, after one of those repasts^ 
whicli had always something classical in 
them, on one of those balmy autumnal Italian 
evenings, he took us all for a walk up the- 
hill, through the flowery, perfumed pleasure 
ground, and at a particular point required us 
to halt. 

Prostrate lay four young mimosa trees,, 
one on each comer of a small verdant square. 
Here, he said, shall be my resting-place, in 
the midst of those four mimosas, one of each 
of which I must entreat lanthe and her three 
daughters to plant, and calling Francesco,, 
the gardener, the operation was soon per- 
formed, without, however, any display of 
maudlin sentimentality, but rather one of 
mirth, which the old Falemian had probablj 
encouraged. 
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Landor suggested, in the most playful 
manner, that, as so much preparations had 
now been made, an epitaph should be extem* 
porised, which he himself was at once called 
upon to propose, but at first declined, saying^ 

it would come better from (the writer),. 

who, having but little faith in his poetical 
talent, hummed and hawed for a while, but 
soon produced the following, being unequal 
to better in the hurry : — 



** Here lies Landor, 
Who once lived yonder 
He rests now deep. 
In eternal sleep/' 



" Excellent ! " cried Landor, " yet, with 
permission, I would propose an amend- 
ment : — " 



" Here lies Landor, 

Whom they thought a goose, 
Bat he proved a gander." 
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A chorus of laughter followed, which he 
led in his usual resounding style. 

But the sequel to those interesting pro- 
ceedings I 

Tears again rolled on. lanthe and her three 
daughters were in their graves, and her son, 
who alone survives to chronicle these events, 
received from the octogenarian poet, a letter, 
among many others, containing this sad 
passage : — 

" Alas ! the little platform, in which I 
hoped to be buried, has, in my absence, been 
levelled ; the mimosas and myrtles have disap- 
peared. It seems resolved that no memorial 
of me should exist in the place I adorned. 
I now hope to be buried in the churchyard 
of Widecombe, and may it be soon." 
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Many anecdotes are related of Lap dor dur- 
ing his residence in Florence, but I wish to 
confine myself to those which are not, or but 
little, known. 

He once created a great hubbub in the 
town, by threatening to drag from the bench 
a judge, who had given a judgment adverse to 
him. This came to the ears of Lord Burg* 
hersh, the ambassador, who enquired — 

" Who is this Landor ? " To which he re- 
plied, with bitter sarcasm — 

" Let Lord Burghersh be informed, that 
when his ancestors were grovelling in the sod,. 
his were sitting in the Senate." 

He accompanied our party one evening to 
Lord Normanby's to witness the perform- 
ance by amateurs of one of Shakespeare' 3> 
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tragedies. In the interval between the acts, 
he got into one of his moods of uproarious 
hilarity. His stentorian laughter was still at its 
height when the next scene opened, Lord Nor- 
manby alone on the stage. Quite indifferent 
to, or unconscious of the impropriety, he 
continued deafening the house, while Lord 
Normanby, in the best possible humour, 
unable to contain his smiles, waited quite 
patiently until Landor had laughed him- 
self out. Lord Normanby delighted in 
Landor. 

Another series of years swept by, and 
Landor resolved on revisiting England, and 
being impatient of any rule or control, would 
not travel by any public conveyance, but 
purchased a horse and phaeton expressly to 
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•convey him across the Continent, and sold 
both at the French port of embarcation. 

The next we saw of him was at Brighton, 
.breaking in upon us with pristine friendliness 
.and almost boyish spirit. 

It is generally believed that Landor was an 
ill-tempered and even violent man. If this 
be true, it must also be true that he had two 
idiosyncrasies. If I have not already shown 
that he bore trials of temper with great calm- 
ness, I hope to be able to do so before I con- 
clude. 

On paying his first visit to us in Brighton, 
ihe left his hat in the ante-room (and a shock- 
ing had hat it was), and after some time, one 
of the young ladies, on her way to the draw- 
ing-room, was disgusted at seeing it there. 



176 wilhblm's wanderings. 

There were painters in the house, and believ- 
ing it to belong to no better than to them, 
thought it veiy impertinent of them to leave 
such a battered old greasy article there. Her 
gloves being on, she just took the slightest 
possible pinch of it between finger and thumb- 
and let it drop into the street. On his leav- 
ing, it could not be found. The domestics- 
were appealed to ; a general but fruitless^ 
search was made, and he returned into the- 
drawing-room, saying humourously, he must- 
ask for shelter here, as he could not go home- 
without a hat, but soon enquired if he could 
not obtain the loan of one. None of the- 
male residents were at home, and the only 
article in the shape of a hat that could be 
found, wag one belonging to the costume of 
an Italian brigante, used at fancy balls. So,. 
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still taking the matter most good-humouredly, 
be said — 

" Oh, this will do quite well/' and trying 
it on his brow of unusual expanse, he found 
that it would scarcely stick on at all. Yet 
he crushed it down, and by repeating occa- 
sionally this operation, he marched away, 
evidently quite unconcerned at the perfectly 
ludicrous appearance he presented. 

He got home, however, in spite of the well- 
known Brighton gusts, sent backthe hat with a 
thousand thanks, and made his appearance next 
day with a most creditable, brand-new one. 

By this time, the culprit had summoned 
courage to confess her guilt, which he received 
with the most venial good nature. 

The next occurrence I have to relate was 

N 
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at Bath again, many, many years aft^r the 
first period there. On arriving from a 
journey, he found that he had forgotten the 
key of his portmanteau. On this occasion he 
did lose patience with himself, sent for a 
locksmith, and the evil was soon remedied. 

" Well," he said, " I shall take good care 
that that shall never happen again." 

He shortly after had to run up to London 
for a few days. Having packed his portman- 
teau, and recollecting his resolution, he ad- 
dressed himself to the key, holding it up well 
before his eyes. 

" Ah," said he, " I surely have you safe 
this time, and I shall keep you so," putting 
it into the safest inside pocket, and then 
fingering it outside so as to be quite sure. 
On arriving at the hotel in London, the first 
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thing he did was to take out his key 
triumphantly, and suddenly, horror-strickeHi 
and in dismay, he exclaimed — 

" But ! where is my portmanteau ? " 
This time he had forgotten his portmanteau ! 
Another trial of temper which Landor bore 
extremely well was this. He invited Foster, 
Dickens, and myself to dine with him, on the 
anniversary of his birthday, in Bath, which 
dinner party is recorded in Foster's biography 
of Landor. I arrived in Bath just an hour be- 
fore the appointed time, but so overcome with 
fatigue and suffering, that I was compelled 
to send an apology. This, although no loss 
in other respects to the company, spoiled the 
intended partie carree. I called on him 
almost trembling on the following day to 
apologise. He received me most cordially. 
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P.S. — I had nearly omitted the following- 
trait of Landor*s jocose humour : On the 
occasion of his first visit to us in the Palazzo 
Pucci, he said he had been kept a long time 
at the door without its having been opened. 

" And why did you not ring the bell, did 
you not see Sonnez, with the conventional 
S.V.P. on the pillar?" 

" Of course I did/' said he, " but S.V.P. 
must have meant si vous pouvez^ and I pulled 
and tugged accordingly, but got no response. 
At length someone was leaving the house ; I 
thus got in, and here I am." 
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jg LONE; or, '* Saved by Fire." A Novel. By 

William Browne, Author of " A Few Thoughts 

about Sacred Things." i vol., cloth, 6s. — At all 

Libraries, 

*' The incidents of this tale date back as far as 1834, and are 

forcibly described by the author. The story ends in happiness 

and peace, and is well worth reading." — Court Circular, 

** The ghost, and other stories introduced, are well told, while 
the descriptions of scenery, and of gipsy life, have a charming 
freshness about them, reminding one more of the green hillside 
than those artificialities of the drawing-room so frequently to be 
met with in the novels of the present day." — Sheffield PosU 

aKRCHIE'S SWEETHEART; and Other StorieA, 

^^ Ellen Mulley. z vol. Crown 8vo., cloth, 
6s. At all Libraries^ 

** The stories are all well told. The tale from which the book 
takes its title is to our mind the best." — Mayfair, 

** The prose tales are not without humour, and * Check to a 
Ghost * is very fairly written.** — Athtnaum. 

" The tales have one characteristic besides a pleasant freshness 
•—4 masculine freedom of strength and styXt,**— M0H€anformut, 

'* Miss MuUey often inspires a train of thought by what in a 
happy pleasant vein she infers, and her personal descriptions are 
so vivid that the portraiture is complete." — ^f^/^n Daiiy 
Mercwy. 

" It is rarely that a collection of short stories possesses so much 
power to charm. Few more charming tales than ' Three ' were 
ever written. Miss MuUey writes freshly and to the point." — 
Ccurt Circular, 
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*• The collection displays considerable merit." — Court yimmal. 

* * A pretty story. Very well written. The gossip of the village 
is admirably rendered.*' — Queen, 

aCSHFORD. A Novel. By Anne Blount, i vol, 

cloth, crown 8vo., los. 6d. At all LibrarUs. 

" Ashford is a story of unexceptionably good society. The 
conversation is throughout highly natural, and the situations are 
never in any respect forced. . . . Tlie book is not unfrequently 
clothed with that indescribable charm, which has won for Miss 
Austen such enduring popularity. The story is one which we 
can safely commend for any home circle." — Brief, 

" Lady Helen's character is consistent, and some of the other 
people of importance in the story are doubtless true to life." — 
Court Circwar, 

86 T DUSK, A Series of Four Stories in One Vol. By 

Adrien de Valvedre. Crown 8 vo., cloth, 5s. — 
At all Libraries, 

"The stories are written with freshness and good feeling, 
and will be pleasant to read." — Daily News. 

'"At Dusk' is the work of an able man, cultured, imagina- 
tive, gifted with strong feeling and keen human sympathies. 
His style is terse and lucid." — Morning Post, 

ae VONDALE OF AVONDALK A Political 

. Romance. In 3 vols. By Uttere Barre. 
Crown 8vo., cloth, 31s. 6d. — At all Libraries, 

" A political novel in the style of * Vivian Grey.* The hero is 
adroit in his handling of individuals, and far more cynical in the 
sportsmanlike view he takes of the game of politics than any of 
Lord Beaconsfield's heroes, and combines with it a personal 
prowess which recommends him to the more sentimental sex, 
and equals anything to be found in the pages of * Guy Living- 
stone.' " — Athenaum. 

" It is very fairly written, and the part describing Waterbridge 
election is really zX^stx,'"''— Academy, 

*• Those who take an interest in modem politics, as well as 
those who are on the search for an amusing story, will like 

* Avondale of Avondale.' ^'—WhiU/uUl Review, 

" There are life-like sketches in its pages which make the book 
very pleasant reading. The book shows evidence of much 
l^ov^V'— Vanity Fair. ^ , r * j 1 . 

"Though we were prepared to find m Avondale of Avondale 
a fresh failure to reach the high intellectual standard of ' Con- 
ingsby ' and * Sybil,' we are bound to acknowledge that of all the 
attempts that have come under our observation it appears to be 
the most deserving of commendation. This is really saymg a 
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great deal. ... In short, it is not given to every man, or to 
every novelist, to walk in the path which Lord Beaconsfield 
opened up, and if the author of this novel has stumbled here and 
thtre, it is nevertheless true that he has succeeded to a certain 
and not inconsiderable extent, and that, on the whole, the result 
we have before us is creditable to him in the highest and best 
sense of the word." — Oxford UnvvirsUy Herald. 

gRECCIA. A Tale, i vol., cloth, crown 8vo., 

3s. 6d. At all Libraries, 

" 'Breccia', a simply-told tale of Rome and Roman art, calcu- 
lated to occupy pleasantly and not uninstructively a spare hour.'* 
— World. 

la RITON ABROAD, A. By the Author of " Two 

Years Abaft the Mast." i vol., cloth, crown 

8vo., 7s. 6d. At all Libraries. 

••The author of •Two Years Abaft the Mast' writes 
pleasantly and good humouredly throughout. . . . The writer 
has a decided talent for description." — Saturday Review. 

C HRONOLOGICAL GUIDE, A to English Litera- 

ture. iiy L. Nicholson, i voL, cloth, crown 
8vo. 3s. 6d. Of aJl Booksellers. 

•' A handy guide for teachers and students, and for those who 
are preparing for examinations. The author has compiled in 
tabular form, from the best authorities, the names, dates, and 
chief works of the best authors, from the period of St Gildas the 
Wise (A.D. 546) and Coedman of Whitby to the present time. 
The tables are followed by brief notes on the authors and their 
works. The book is one of considerable utility. " — Court Journal. 

** We have seen examination papers — notably some of those 
for the Civil Service Competitive Examinations — in which half 
the questions at least were as to the dates of birth and death of 
authoKB. By those who have to cram up this kind of information 
the book before us will be in demand.*' — Literary World, 

** Described by the author as intended to be 'a guide for the 
use of teachers, a reference table for those engaged in the study 
of our literature, and an aid to those who are preparing for ex- 
aminations,' is well adapted for these purposes, and is judiciously 
planned. The list of authors, divided into periods, and giving 
biographical dates, and dates of principal works, serves as a sort 
of index map to any larger history, and the concise notes which 
follow on characteristic works of the periods are equally well 
suited for impressing on the mind the landmarks, as it were, of 
our literary history. Accuracy is, of course, essential in manuals 
of this kind; and herein, as far as we have tested it, this little 
book seems generally worthy of confidence — IMily News, 
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f$ LEANSING FIRES. A Novel. By Mrs. Newton 
Sears, Author ot " Kismet," &c, 3 vols., crown 
8vo,, cloth, 31s. 6d. At all LSn-arits. 

" Mra. Scan draws, we tbink, her wompn better than her 
men. The two characters, Nesta Mordaunt, the acliess, and 
Monica Haielline, are elaborated with skill and precision. 
Lastly, the scene Of the lire al the theatre, deserves a special 
word of commendation."— Wistminsler Review. 

"No oike can complain that this book taHs ia interest." — 
Saturday Review. 

"A work greatly in advance of her earliei productions, . . . 
Original conceptions, well worked out." — Trttlh. 

" 'Cleansing Fires' maybe read with amusement." — Standard. 

" An interesting and well-written novel, soond both in eiecn- 
tion and design."— .flftj^V. 

" An unusually good novel, sure lo be read with both pleasure 
and appreciation."- Whitehall Revieni, 

" A well worked oat piece of fiction," — Cntrt Circular. 

"A sentimental but well-intentioned book.'' — Athciuatm. 

"Mrs. Sears' book is simple and excellent. , . . Really cffeC' 
five." — Queen. 

" ' Cleansing Fires,' by Mrs. Newton Seais, author of ' Kisract,' 
is an interesting stiH7, fully deserving success. . . . There are 
virtually four love stories inCermingled, and an anaJysis within a 
limited space is simply impossible. —Ciair/Tflaraa/. 

**The tale has none of those peculiar faults of construction 
and developemm which too often belong to the novel with a 
purpose, 'the author's design is so worked out that it forms an 
essential part of the web of her narrative ; the moral, though 
always present, is never obtruded. Mrs. Sears writes with 
earnestness, and occasionally with a passion that enables her 
juccessfnlly to cany off situations which, if less powerfully 
treated, would be theatrical. In short, ' Cleansing Fires ' is a 
wholesome, well-written, and really interesting novel. — ScBttman. 

fl ONSTANTINOPLE : How We got There, i vol., 
crown 8vo., doth. as. 6d. O/ail BookstlUrs. 



^ UMBE HARLEY'S GHOST . A Novel, i vol. 
By JERROLO Orlavt. Crown Svo, doth, 7s. 6d. 
At all Libraries. 



\ 



" A due and conscientious intermingling with the novels tJ 
Ouida and Khoda Broughton." — The //our. 

" We can congratulate Mr. Orlayt On having written a 
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novel that is decidedly an improvement on many that we have 
read lately. A successful career may be his if he continues to 
labour in the direction of this his first effort." — PubUc Opinion, 

** In fact, every scene is depicted in a masterly manner, and 
shows some of the lights and shades of life most powerfully. 
The tale throughout is of the most thrilling interest. — Sheffidd 
Post. 

IJ ARKNESS— DAWN— DAY ; or, the Battle of 

Life. A Story by M. E. L. i vol., fcap. 8vo., 
cloth, 2S. 6d. Of all Booksellers. 

"A good story, dedicated to those who are called early to 
fight the battle of life amid discouragement and difficiilty.'*— 
ShejBUld Post, 

D ISAPPEARED FROM HER HOME . A Novel 

By Mrs. Fred. E. Pirkis. i vol., cloth, crown 
8vo., I OS. 6d. At all Libraries. 

*' Mrs. Pirkis has succeeded in telling a very improbable story 

in a very plausible manner The way in which the 

interest in the mysterious disappearance of Amy Warden is kept 
np during the earlier portions of the story betrays considerable 
skill, and the apparent tragic solution of the mystery might 
throw the most experienced novel reader off his guard, "nie 
characters, also, are, upon the whole, well drawn. .... 
Mrs. Pirkis is evidently a novice in the land of fiction, but her 
decided talent for inventing an interesting plot is equally unmis- 
takable. " — May fair. 

" Lord Hardcastle is a very nice impersonation, and his belief 
in the goodness and purity of the girl he loves is so strong that 
he deter inines to rescue her character, when he believes her dead, 
from scorn and dishonour, as he would have rescued her living 

from anv sorrow or misery We have some nice, 

but brief descriptions of the wonderful scenery of that region of 

extinct volcanoes — the wikl, fantastic Cevennes A 

tale, thus wild and improbable in every part, but not lacking a 
certain grace, and if sufficiently full of sensational incident to 
satisfy the strongest craving for excitement, having, at leasts the 
merit of being pure in tone." — Morning Post, 

** This is the story of the sudden disappearance from her home 
of one Miss Amy Warden, a beautiful damsel of seventeen, the 
only child of a gentleman of fortune and position, who vanishes 
one fine Au^st morning, without a single assignable cause, and 
without leavmg a trace behind her. The tale is a slight one, but 
really very ingenious, and very well put together, all things con- 
sidered, and shows that Mrs. Pirkis has a decided turn for the 
novel of mystery. We can recommend the story to any one in 
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search of materials for an hoar's gentle excitement, and all the 
more readily because the clouds clear away satisfactorily at the 
last."— C;ra>Ur. 

" This is a tale of mystery of the good old-fashioned school, 
the chief interest of which consists in exciting curiosity, leading 
the reader up and down through a maze, and bringing him at last 
to a destination, glim^es of which have from time to time been 
indistinctly shown. The author means setting a puzzle, and, after 
some tantalising, giving the solution and nothing more. The tale 
is one entirely of action, and has the merit of being rapidly told. 

. . . . Mrs, Pirkis has the good taste not to intrude her- 
self on her readers."— Qu€en. 

*' An old story, told once more, and told well, with new names 
and new incidents supplied from the pages of our modem life, 
that only too often has the same sad fact to record. Mrs. Pirkis 
tells the facts of the disappearance with vigour, and her charac- 
ters speak and act like men and women of the nineteenth cen- 
tury, — Echo, 

iS^ OWERLESS DAMSEL. THE. An Autobiography. 

By A. Dorset, i vol., crown ^o., cloth, los. 6d. 
At cUl Libraries, 

" Pleasantly written. . . , The author, we should fancy, like 
most of us, not having in her experience come across anything 
like what is called a plot, does not care, after the fashion of so 
many writers, to go against all nature in inventing one. She has 
however, seen not a little of life that is worth describing, and she 
happily possesses in no small degree the art of description^"— 
Saturday Review^ 

*' The sketches of life and scenery are sufficiently spirited, and 
show some faculty of observation. "-—.SJ^/fl/!^. 

•* Well worth reading. Its merit consists chiefly in the quick- 
ness of observation shown in the writer*s . , . . clever account 
of her travels, and in the description of an Egyptian Pasha's 
household, and a lady artist's life in Italy. . , . The blemishes 
are not of a nature to detract seriously from the great promise 
displayed by this young writer." — Truth, 

"Displays accuracy and vivacity . . . , and is accordingly 
very pleasant reading. — Advertiser, 

"The notes of foreign travel are good, and the description of 
Egyptian life is more than good,"— A onconformist, 

** Knowledge of the world is a valuable possession in the hands 
of persons who use it, as the writer does, with judgment and dis- 
cretion ; and the rapidity of observation, and observaUon to the 
point, which is displayed in the sketches of scenery and society 
in Egypt, is also noteworthy. In short, the volume, which is 
published in a style that leaves nothing ]o , ^^ desired, is fuU of 
promise which we hope to see fulfilled."— Ox/^*/ Unwernty 
Herald, 
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The descriptions of scenery are firm and powerful. . . . 
The description and general account of Egypt vfifi be read with 
much interest at the present crisis by many who are not pro- 
fessed novel-readers. The book is not of an ordinary kind."— 
IVestminster Revuw. 

y. ACH OTHER; or, What We've to Answer For, 

A Tale. By H. A. Darlington, i voL, cloth, 
crown Svo., ss. Of all Booksellers . 

** This is a pleasantly told story of humble life, showing how 
good impulses may be encouraged to operate in the most un- 
likely nature." — LiUrary World, 

"We do not hesitate to recommend this volume. It is 
pleasantly written, and contains a tale of unusual interest. The 
characters are skilfully drawn, and from first to last the interest 
is well sustained." — Christian Globe, 

" The tale illustrates the fact that we are all necessarily in- 
fluencing each other either for bad or for good. There are some 
good sketches of low life in the book." — Nonconformist. 

]gDGARANDL The Story of a Home. By Jessie 

P. MoNCRiEFF. I vol., crown 8vo., cloth, 
I OS. 6d. At all Libraries, 

** The most interesting chapters in the book are those describing 
his being summoned to take temporary charge of a fever-stricken 
parish. . . . The story is well written, and the hijp[h tone of 
feeling which is shown in £dgar*s devout and sel^sacrificing 
spirit has to some extent our sympathy and admiration. . . . 
The story will, however, be read with interest as illustrative of 
the home life of the earnest clergy of the High Church School." 
— Literary World, 

** Her Majesty the Queen having recommended ' Edgar and 
I ' for perusal to the Empress of Russia, the latter has accordingly 
sent to this country for the book." — Athenaum, 

]gLINOR. A Tale of Domestic Life. By Clara 

Talbot, i vol., crown 8vo., cloth, 5s. Shortly. 
At all Libraries. 

IR VENTS, ANECDOTICAL, HISTORICAL, AND 

BIOGRAPH ICAL, in the Lifeof an Octogenarian. 

between the years 1796 and 18 15. By George 

Washington Abbott, i voL, crown 8vo., cloth, 

7 s. 6(1. At all Libraries, 

'* The first few pages are written with such a sense of freshness 
as we might have expected to find if one of the brothers 
Cheeryble had written nis autobiography. We get as it were in 
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a mirror, the chief tofMcs of interest, social and poGtical, which 
occupied Englishmen from 1803 to 181 5. The novel portion of 
Mr. Abbott's reminiscences consbts oi anecdotes about theatres, 
plays and players.*' — Examtner. 

** A large number of these experiences resemble what we find 
in the ' Annual Register/ but that does not make them the less 
interesting. The volume is brought out in Messrs. Remingtons' 
best style." — Army and Navy Gazette. 

*'Mr. Abbott's theatrical gossip about the Kembles* Liston, 
Davenport, Edmund Kean, Dowton, Munden, Miss Foote, Miss 
O Neill, Miss Kelly, and a host of other theatrical celebrities is 
very entertaining." — Court Jonmal, 

* Mr. Abbott is a cheery and healthy old gentleman, and his 
• views * are of the cheery and rose coloured kind ; he has a good 
word to say of almost everybody, at a period when persons in 
high places were generally misc(»dacting themselves, and when 
ill words were rife." — Spectator, 

*■*" He affords pas«i^ glim{3ses of Garrick, Kemble, Mrs. Sid- 
dons, young Pope, Mathews, and other performers of almo«:t 
equal celebrity, as well as several eminent vocalists, such as 
Incledon and Miss Stephens. Among the dramatists he particu- 
larly mentions Sheridan, who produced his first play of * The Rivals * 
before he was twenty-two years of age, and who was, he need 
scarcely have remmded us, as eminent for his powers of oratory 
as for his literary talents. . . . Side by side with this theatrical 
gossip the most important political and social events of those 
memorable times are briefly recorded." — Morning Post, 

(P VKRY DAY : A Story. By Margaret Lawrence 

JoNKS. New edition. 1 vol., cloth, 3s. At all 
Lihrartcs* 

" A tale of unmistakable power .... It is difficult to 
analyse the mixed impressions which it leaves . . . The 
interest of the book lies in the strange, glancing lights of 
character, with which it tantalises us . . . This is not 
ordinary writing. There are many signs of rare gifts in this 
Utile book."— -Pfl// Mall GazetU, 

** Vigour in style — dialogue alvrays easy, and often brilliant — 
indications of wide reading and no little culture— abundance of 
good reading in the book. * — Spectator, 

Ig XPOSITTON OF ECONOMIC AND FINAN- 
CIAL SCIENCE, An. By William Mortox 
Halbert. I vol, cloth, crown 8vo., 6s. OfaU 
Booksellers. 

"In this work Mr. Morton Halbert seeks to comiect the 
phenomena of the money maiket— if we may use such a term— 
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with the phenomena of nature, and so to account for the move- 
ments in the financial world by those of the world of nature. . . 
Upon such a basis as this, Mr. Halbert works out his exposition 
of economics and finance, and we can fairly say that he does 
so in a way that cannot be better described than as able and 
interesting. Although this work is not deficient in statistics and 
tables, they are only occasionally and incidentally introduced, an 
extensive range being made, from economics to sun-spots. 
. . . . A review and contrast of contingent »^rrwj necessary truth 

is given Meteorological science, as also its connection 

with other sciences, are dealt with in the ninth and tenth chap- 
ters, which are followed by a chapter on sun-spots and their 
connection with a cycle of seasons. To sum up our review of 
this work, we can fairly venture to say that much of science, of 
philosophy, and careful investigation has been brought to bear 
upon Political Economy, and all is presented in an interesting and 
readable form, the type being of good size, the print clear, and 
the paper good." — Scientific and Literary Review, 

" The author of this work states that among the numerous books 
on Political Economy published since the time of Adam Smith, 
there are none that have attempted to expound the science upon a 
cycle ofseasons in each decade. . . . He therefore analyses the last 
fifty years, in order to show what he regards as their commercial 
and financial peculiarities, and endeavours to trace out similarities 
of features in periods averaging about a decade each. Analogous 
to this is what he represents as a decennial cycle in the rainfall, 
and in vital statistics. — Capital aftd Labour Review, 

** Mr. Halbert*s desire has been to trace out a connection be- 
• tween a cycle of seasons, and the influence exercised thereby on 
the active business of life. He thus hopes to construct a statis- 
tical theory, to show out the probability of future events occurring 
in a regular and systematic progression ; no doubt a register of 
events, by the assistance of which the vicissitudes of business 
could be set forth with the regularity of the tides or the seasons 
of the year, would be of the utmost service to business men." — 
Economist, 

jg ALSE OR TRUE . A Volume of Stories. By 

Alice de Thoren. cloth, crown 8vo., los. 6d. 
At all Libraries, 

** The one-volume novel ought certainly to become popular. 
It supplies what is much wanted — a story long enough to fill up 
a leisure hour, or a journey by train or steamer, and to interest 
and amuse without boring and fatiguing the reader. . . ' Falsa or 
True *, by Mrs, de Thoren, consists of four stories. The first, which 
gives its name to the volume, opens with a pretty picture. . . . 
A * Happy Turn of Fortune's Wheel * is also a pleasant little 
story. ... * Mimi ' is a pathetic story of a young French girl 
and her sweetheart, a sailor, who is frozen to death, and abe, 
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clasping him in her arms, dies with him. ... If, as we pre- 
sume, this is Mrs. de Thoren's first work, we think it gives signs 
of promise for the future. The volume is written in a simple, 
unpretending style ; and is in its modest way very agreeable. — 
Saturday Review, 

** * False or True * contains four very pretty stories, of which, 
that which names the book, is perhaps the best. ... In 
short, all four of the little novelettes are admirable, fresh in con- 
ception, and admirably carried out." — Whitehall Review, 

"The first of these stories is exceedingly pleasing." — Rock, 

"This is a collection of pretty little stories, representing 
various phases of affection of the heart, the fortunes and mis- 
fortunes of very love sick swains. The authoress has evidently a 
strong belief that * the sweet little cherub that sits up aloft * looks 
after lovers as well as sailors, for, except in the last story, the 
prince always get over his difficulties with wondrous good luck 
and marries the princess in triumph. We may perhaps hint that 
the characters kiss a little too much and too frequently. The 
two last stories are the best, but all are readable." — Vanity Fair, 

** Interesting and readable. " — Sunday Times, 

'S; ALSR step, a ; or, Real Life in Australia. By 

Marc, i vol., cloth, crown 8vo. 6s. At all 
Libraries. 

"The story is evidently to a great extent what it asserts itself 
to be, one of * real life,' and many of the descriptions of adventure 
in the bush are extremely well done. The moral throughout is 
of an unexceptionable kind." — Vanity Fair, 

" The third novel on our list is a not uninteresting tale. 
Throughout three hundred pages we are kept in mind of the 
hero's * False Step' by a series of mishaps occurring to him, out 
of which he emerges with wonderful success.'*— /^fdwVwy. 



fe ADDINGS WITH A PRIMITIVE PEOPLE. 

By W. A. Baillie Grohman, Author of " Tyrol 

and the Tyrolese." 2 vols., crown 8vo., cloth, 

2 1 s. At all Libraries. 

"These two volumes give a series of sketches of life and 
manners among the Tyrolese peasantry. The pictures could 
hardly be better chosen or better drawn. The writer has not 
only a thorough knowledge of the world he describes, but the 
power, too, which is very commonly wanting in the authors 
of such books, of knowing what to take and what to leave. A 
pleasanter or more entertaining book we have not seen for a long 
while. It will refresh many happy recollections in the minds of 
those who know the world whichMr. Grohman describes, and will 
certainly, in the case of those who do not, go as far to supply the 
place of personal Jcnowledge as any book can possibly do."— 
Examiner 
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ftREAT MYSTERY SOLVED, A : Being a Sequel 

to " The Mystery of Edwin Drood'*. A Novel 
By GiLLAN Vase. 3 vols., crown 8vo., cloth, 
31S. 6d. Shortly, At (ill Libraries. 

ftWYNEDD ; A Novel By Frances Geraldine 

Southern. 2 vols. Crown 8vo., cloth, 21s. 
At aU Ubrarits, 

** The ajathoress deserves credit for her ingenuity. .... The 
book is on the whole refreshing Prettiness of expres- 
sion and a naive freshness of sentiment." — Pa/t Mall Gazette, 

** The plot is sufficiently full of incident. .... In delinea- 
tion of character we have remarkable clearness combined with 
brevity."— Queen. 

** There is no lack of story in the book Miss 

Southern has a fluent pen and a lively imagination." — Ejcamitter, 

** 'Gwynedd' opens in a very pretty idyllic way .... 
' Gwynedd ' deserves to take its place in a very good rank of the 
novels of the present day." — Cwii Service Gazette. 

" There is refinement and good English ; and the tone of the 
book is as far from the coarseness of some popular novels 

as it is from the sensationalism of others Where 

fiaimily union and affection are touched there is unaffected but 
true sentiment, and it is in this vein that we recommend this new 
miner in literature to drive her future levels." — Spectator. 

"Of lack of sensational incidents we cannot complain." — 
Vanity Fair. 

** There are about half-a-dozen couples all made happy in two 
volumes, but one feels a sense of disappointment that poor 
Reggie, one of the most pleasant of Miss Southern's creations, 
should have been the only one left out in the cold of celibacy." — 
Academy. 

ggg APPY WITH EITHER. A Novel By A.L.O.S. 
2 vols., cloth, crown 8vo., 21s. At all Libraries. 

" We have found this a well told and interesting story. 
Andrew Maodonald, a man of low birth, who has raised himself 
in life, takes occasion to win the love of two women. . . . How 
his folseness comes by its proper reward, and the good of which 
he was not worthy goes by natural process to another, is very 
well tokl in this novel" — Spectator, 

** * Happy with Either ' has a certain freshness </ tone about 
it, which, combined with the fact that it is told briefly and with 
few digressions, makes it by no means disagreeable reading 
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The plot is a proof of the truth of the old adage, ' There's many 
a slip 'twixt the cup and the lip.' " — Morning FosL 

" ' Happy with Either ' is amusing. The author is evidently 
Scotch, and gives accurate renderings of Scotch patois I The 
characters are tolerably true to life." — Athemeum. 

"'Happy with Either* is a light chatty novel. There is 
nothing in the two volumes which can offend the most particular 
of readers. . . . The book ought to rank above the level of 
modem fiction." — Mayfuir, 

" • Happy with Either * is jwt altogether without promise. 
Mrs. Logan, the Minister's yrife, is not a bad sketch, and the 
same maybe said of Mrs. Johhstone. . . . the t>est of ail is Mrs. 
Macdonald, whose Scots speech is really clever." — London. 

** This is a well told Scotch story. The Northern accent and 
character are both cleverly given. The ideas are full of correct 
judgment. . . . The story, which ends in the discomfiture of 
the double-dealing hero, is thoroughly interesting." — Court 
Circular, 

** * Happy with Either * is a story laid in Scotland, and con- 
sists of a series of character sketches worked into a very fair web 
of plot. . . the interest is well maintained. The closing pages 
are bv no means devoid of exciting incident, and the whole book 
will doubtless be very acceptable to the class of readers for whom 
it is evidently written." — Bri(f, 

ggf E THAT OVERCOMETH . A Novel. Two 

Vols. By F. AiKiN-KoRTRiGHT, Author of 
" The Dean, or the Popular Preacher,*'* " Waiting 
for the Verdict," *' The Old, Old Story," &c., &c. 
Crown 8vo., cloth, 15s. At all Libraries, 

" In a very modest unassuming preface to ' He that Over* 
cometh,' the authoress, Fanny Aikin-Kortright, tells the reader 
that the plan of her simple story was suggested to the writer some 
ten years ago, by her generous adviser and encourager, the late 
Bulwer Lytton, and we are quite sure that no more vigorous pen 
could have better carried out the suggestion than that of the lady 
who has undertaken the task. It were impossible to praise too 
highly this most interesting book, which possesses all the fasci- 
nation, all the thrilling incidents, of a sensational novel, free from 
all its loathsome blemishes. No account of the story would give 
an idea of the profound interest that pervades this work from the 
first page to the last. Intermixed with a reverent and serious 
spirit are scenes of genuine humour that would do credit to 
tne pen of Sidney Smith or Theodore Hook. We strongly 
recommend ' He that Overcometh ' to all classes of readers.'^ 
Court Journal, 

"Much as her other novels have been praised — ^and justly 
praised — ^for their plots, and purity of style and diction, we are 
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of opinion that 'He that Overcometh' has exceeded all the 
author^s former efforts. . . . The two volumes are beauti- 
fully printed and well got up, in every way reflecting no little 
credit on Messrs. Remington and Co." — Jifhn BulL 

** We^simply ask any who may be tired and jaded in heart and 
mind to get this book. Its tone is the soft tone of an organ 
played by a master hand, which is controlled by tenderly sorrow- 
mi recollections. It is an idyll beautifully sketched, and one 
lays it down with some thankfulness for having read it."' — Nan- 
conformist, 

"The story is prettily told, and the character of Alice "is 
delineated with considerable truth and delicacy." — Daily News, 

** This is only too natural a picture, and Miss Kortright draws 
it with courage." — Spectator, 

** The result of reading is that the book deserves a great 
deal of praise .... The novel is a thoroughly wholesome one." 
— Morning Post, 

IT EIR TO TWO FORTUNES. A Novel. By the 

Author of ** The Life of the Moselle." 3 vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth, 31s. 6d. At all Libraries, 

** May be most readily described as a story modelled on the 
lines of the late Mr. Smedley's tales, notably * Frank Fairlcigh,* 
to which it bears no inconsiderable resemblance in style, and 
even at times in diction, though not in such a fashion as to jus- 
tify any charge of plagiarism. There is promise in iL . . . 
a superabundance of incident and episode, errors on the right 
side. — Academy. 

•* It has dash and go and promise."— W?r/(!/. 

" The hero of the tale is Seton Herold, his school-days are 
described in lively colours, and a great deal of genuine humour 
is displayed." — Tablet, 

"'Heir to two Fortunes' is unquestionably a comedy, 
amusing. " — Spectator. 

"A really good novel, considerably above the average, well 

imagined, and written with a certain nicety of detail which rather 

' arrests than hinders the breadth of general effect ; the characters 

are naturally and distinctly drawn, and the dialogue easy." — ** It 

has all the marks of genuine talent." — Morning Post, 

** The bojdsh part of Seton*s career is humorous ; the history 
of the chancery suit recalls us to the days of 'Bleak House.' 
One of the best hits of character may be found in the letters." — 
Athenaum. 

** Other types are drawn with equal skill. A clever and a 
decidedly superior book." — May fair, 

" It is a novel which will make a long winter evening pass 
quickly." — Oxford Guardian, 

'* No vulgarities of thought or diction to annoy the reader." — 
Daily News, 
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There is a freshness and Tiya- 
The evidence of a genuine comic 
Certainly the noy^ deserves to 



This pretty story. . • 
city about the style. . . . 
talent is borne ont . . . 
succeed. " — WhtUhall Rroitw, 

" It is full of a delicate humour and pleasing irony, and takes 
up the one and leaves the other with rare ease and grace. . . 
It is most interesting. . . . The sadness which predomi* 
nates over all b far too deep to be perpetually on the surface ; 
it is more heard in undertones all along, and the writer manages 
to show us in a most pleasant and inoifensive manner that he 
does not hold, with the celebrated Pangloss, that everything is 
for the best in this best of all possible worlds.'' — London, 

"There is a good deal of amusement to be found 

The complicated lawsuit which Seton, unfortunately for himself^ 
is led to engage in, is by no means badly told, and gives occasion 
for some humorous sketches of members of the legal profession." 
— Graphic. 

aETEREDITY ; or, The Causes of Degeneracy in the 

Human Race. By the Rev. E. WvATT-EDGfELL, late 
Vice-President of the Statistical Society of London, 
and Member of the Sanitory Institute of Great 
Britain, i vol., crown 8vo., with Frontispiece by 
Wallis Mackay. Cloth, 5s. Of all Booksellers. 

laaC ER FATHER'S CHILD. A Novel. By Mrs. 

W. R. Snow, i vol., cloth, crown 8vo., los. 6d. 
At all Libraries, 

"Mrs. Snow's story trips along easily enough. . . . Her 
narrative also has life, and occasional vigour." — Atkemtum, 

** Doubtless there are men who desert the best of wives for the 
sake of worthless women — doubtless, too, there are women as 
selfish and insolent as Lady Archdale." — Spectator, 

** To point out the inequality of pressure caused by the working 
of the Divorce Act, which leaves a woman, whom her husband 
has deserted in order to live with some one else, at a great disad- 
vantage inasmuch as not only is the fact of her bemg 

deserted taken as a presumption against her character 

the remedy under the Act is much less accessible to her."^ 
Academy, 

" There is a certain amount of cleverness in the writing of this 
book."— CVwr/ Circular. 

" A very pretty story . ... as pathetic as anything that has 
been written for some time ; it is pitiful to think of Uie doting 
wife, who alone was ignoratit of her husband's infidelity, and the 
shock of her awakening to the truth is a dramatic scene. . . • 
Quite worth reading." — Morning Post. 

" Attacks the ethics of society with a bold hand. . . . Mrs. 
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Snow is not afraid of touching a very ugly thing, and displaying 
it in its most repulsive aspect ; not, as some writers do, to make 
a parade of her knowledge of the world, but that the ugly thing 
may be scorned and hated. The theme of Mrs. Snow's story is 
the tolerance shown by ' Society ' to the sins of husbands, while 
the brunt of them is to be borne by their innocent and injured 
wives. " — Queen. 

^ILDA ; A Love Story. One Vol. By F. L. Carson. 
Crown 8vo., cloth, 7s. 6d. At all Libraries. 

" We are sorry we have not space to give the whole of a 
vivid piece of description. The chiaxacters have the same merits 
as the places ; they have the vigour and freshness of actual por* 
traiture. Mr. Carson has a pleasant vein of humour. He de- 
cidedly possesses that sense ot the ridiculous which, as he says, 'is 
one of the best gifts a man can possess in this life,' and which, 
among other advantages, certainly helps to make a novel read- 
able. " — A thefutum, 

** The author has done well to make his female characters and 
their amours subordinate, for if he excels in anything it is in de- 
scribing Captain Newcome and Colonel Ross The 

volume is remarkably well printed on good paper, and is prettily 
bound. " — PubUcfipinum. 

y PA DALTON AND OTHER STORIES, By 

Parker W. Freeland. A Gift Book for Chil- 
dren Young and Old. Frontispiece and Vignette 
by Wallis Mackay. Large crown 8vo., cloth, 
gilt edges. Of all Booksellers. 

Second Edition, 3s. 6d. 

" The whole series are exceedingly entertaining and instructive. 




Examiner, 

" Will be read with pleasure by young folks at all seasons of 
the year. The first story appears to us not so well suited for 
juvenile readers as some of the others. * The Magic Ring ' has 
much of the wonderful element in it. . . . The remaining 
stories are full of pretty fancies, and are likely to interest most 
children,"— Zt/mzry World, 

y N A WORLD OF HIS OWN. By Mrs. Fred. E. 
PiRKis, Author of ** Disappeared from Her 
Home." 3 vols., crown 8vo., cloth. 31s. 6d. 
At all Libraries. 



5, ARUNDEL ST., STRAND, W.C, 



REMINGTONS 



IN 



i8 

THE SPRING-TIME. A Novel. By Helen 
Gabrielle. I vol., crown 8vo., cloth, los. 6d. 
At all Libraries, 

•* • In the Springtime * is one of the best of the shorter novels 
of the season. The plot, while involved enoi^h to excite curi- 
osity, is not too intricate to develop itself easily and naturally 
within the narrow compass allowed, and although the heroine of 
the tale dies of the sorrows growing out of a guilty attachment, 
not a line sinning against good taste and right feeling is to be 
found in the narrative of her temptations and suflferings." — 
Truth. 

"Tender and touching enough to make us wish that it were 
longer. . . . Pretty and graceful everyone must acknowledge it 
to be, and what is better^ it is pure and high in tone." — Morning 
Post, 

gg RENE'S DOWER . Translated from the French of 

Charles Deslys by Mrs. George Henry, i 
vol., crown 8vo,, cloth, los. 6d. 

ag SABEL ST. CLAIR; a Romance of the 17th 

Century. By Julia Addison, Author of " Effie 
Vernon ; or, Life and its Lessons," " The 
Molyneux Family/' "Sister Kate," "The Two 
Half-Crowns," &a, &c., &c. Crown 8vo., cloth, 
5 s. At all Libraries. 

*' It is quite pleasing to come across a story of this kind, one 
which adds the charm of reality to the delightful surprises of a 
fairy tale. Miss Addison writes in a lady-like manner, and we 
cannot imagine a book better suited for reading." — Athmaum, 

"This is the sort of story to read round the winter fire ; the 
schoolboys will be quiet while they listen to it, the little ones 
will hardly venture to breathe. No one will be satisfied until 
the end is known." — Academy, 

"A well- written and very stirring narrative of the strange ad- 
ventures of a Royalist family who suddenly found themselves 
homeless in the reign of Charles II. It is at once the romance 
of history and the history of a romance, and will be devoured 
with delight by all the young persons at home for the holidays." 
---World, 

" The heroine goes through a series of the most thrilling 
adventures, and one near the close will be read with breathless 
anxiety. It is a refreshing tale." — standard, 

^ISMET : A Novel. By Mrs. Newton Sears, Au- 
thor of *' Blonde and Brunette," " My Wedding 
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Dress," &c. 2 vols., Crown 8vo., doth, 
At all Libraries. Second Edition. 



2 IS. 
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This enthralling novel The two volumes teem 

with vivid pictures of life and manners, imparted with a free and 
sparkling pen, some of the scenes reaching a profound interest" 
— QtMen^ 

"This is a novel of considerable power. . . . Decidedly 
above the average of circulating library novels." — May fair, 

"The interest is well sustained throughout, and the plot is 
skilfully woven and elaborated." — Civil Service Gazette. 

** The plot is worked out very cleverly, each piece fitting with 
the other at the end with perfect exactness. . . . The novel 
shows freshness, power, and cleverness in construction." — 
Nonconforfnist, 

" It is full of startling and melo-dramatic incidents." — fVAite^ 
hall ReTjitw. 

** This novel will not be found wanting in interest, by sensation 
lovers. It has certain merits of skilful plot and fluent style." 
— Christian World, 

** The work is commendably free from objectionable incidents." 
— Daily News, 

"This book will be welcomed as no mean contribution to the 
mental and moral education afforded by high-class fiction. 
There is nothing forced or unnatural in any of the characters or 
events depicted, and there are some exquisite touches of humour." 
— Zouih Times, 

"* Kismet* will exactly meet the wants of that section of 
readers which likes its literature rather gushing, and demands no 

subtleties, either of matter or form There is plenty 

of sensational matter in the story. " — Athenaeum, 

** Abounds in stirring incident, and is skilfully elaborated. . . , 
There is a graceful elegance — a simple but earnest eloquence — 
about Mrs. Sears* writing, which is peculiarly fascinating to the 
reader, and promises much for the future career of this gifted 
authoress.** — Ametican Register. 



ADY HELENA . A Novel ByS.VERE. i vol., 
crown 8vo., cloth, los. 6d. At. all Libraries, 

** The story is carefully and tastefully written, and the cha- 
racter of the proud, wayward, but noble-hearted Lady Helena, 
is well drawn.*' — Academy. 

" A well- written siovy."— Truth. 

** The plain common-sense of Lady Helena contrasts strongly 
with the artificial gloss thrown over the majority of tales upon the 
same subject. The author has done wisely and well in putting a 
disagreement between husband and wife in a contemptible light ; 
she just shows us two self-willed fools.** — Queen, 

** * Lady Helena ' may be fairly termed a novel of society, as it 
deals with some of the evils of social life and the exceeding love 
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of gaiety. The pleuantest and best drawn character in the book 
b that of a middle-aged lady, mother-in-law to Lady Helena."— 
Court Ciratiar, 

" The story is an exceedingly pretty one, and is very pleasantly 
told. To future worlrs of Miss Yere's we shall in all probability 
be able to give higher praise." — Morning Advertiser, 

l^ AST GRAVE OF THE NIBESCOS. THE . By 

£. WiLHELMiNA Spencer. I vol., cloth, crown 
8vo., 6s. At all Libraries, 

"Brisk and exciting."— 7>vM. 

"The character of the Princess-Mother is finely drawn, and 
her attempted crime comes in well." — Academy, 

"The story deals mainly with life in Roumania, which is 
brought before the reader with considerable skill. Some of the 
descriptions and the historical details have been added by the 
translator, who has accomplished her task in a satisfactory 
manner." — Pictorial World, 

If^^ AWYER'S NOSE, THE. Translated from the 

French of Edmond About by J. E. Maitland. 
I vol., cloth, crown 8vo., los, 6d. At all Libraries. 

•* We have received a translation by Mr. J. E. Maitland of 
our able Paris correspondent's * Le Nezdu Notaire.* M. About's 
amusing story, easily recognised under the title of * The Lawyer's 
Nose,* is rendered in a very spirited way." — AthefKBum, 

"This is a very clever translation of a very funny story with 
a very serious moral." — Queen, 

" The satire of M. About's story, * Le Nez du Notaire,* is so 
wholly French, and his characters so essentially Parisian, that no 
one who has a sufficient knowledge of that polite language would 
care to read it otherwise than in the original. Those, however, 
who are not so fortunate, will doubtless find some amusement in 
Mr. Maitland's able translation." — Court Circular, 

" An admirable translation. A lawyer, in fighting a duel, has 
the point of his handsome nose sliced off. A Parisian doctor 
makes him a new point from skin taken off the arm of an 
Auvergnat, who consents to the operation for a substantial con- 
sideration. Thereafter the lawyer's nose is subject to all the ills 
that beset the Auvergnat, and M. About is intensely humorous 
in his description of them. Indeed, from beginning to end the 
book is full of fun — now and then with a flavour of naughty Paris 
in it, but generally without the least alloy. The humour of the 
work is well preserved in the translation, which is excellent." — 
Scotsman, 
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IR EGEND OF S. EOLINDE, THE: A Poem. 

By R. L. In bevelled boards and gilt edges, 
crown 8vo., 70 pages, 4s. Of ail Booksellers. 

" A volume of poetry not unworthy of the name.*' — The 
World, 

*' Many passages are full of force and passion." — TAe ScotS" 
man. 

** There is an amount of talent exhibited, both in descripttye 
power and elegance of diction, which serves to raise the work 
rather above the average of such compositions in eeneral. The 
printing and binding both deserve a word of praise. — TAe Edin- 
burgh Courant, 

IiLEWELYN. A Tragedy in Five Acts. By A. E. 
Carteret. Price 5s. Of all Booksellers. 

" The noble patriotism and loftiness of purpose pervading the 
main characters, Llewelyn, Gladis, and Ivor, are here illustrated 
with poetic expression and artistic delicacy seldom observed. 
The scenes between Gladis and her soldier lover, Ivor, are de- 
picted with the tenderness and grace of a true artist. This tra- 
gedy is one which could hardly fail to create an impression upon 
the public mind, now so appreciative of Shakesperian plays. — 
Morning Advertiser. 

** It possesses unquestionable merits, of which the chief is one 
of high order, namely, that of being in all its parts thoroughly 
well-proportioned. " — Tablet, 

H^ OVE, STRONG AS DEATH. By Rose Bur- 

ROWES. I vol., cloth, crown 8vo., los. 6d. At 
all Libraries. 

" The plot is interesting, the characters are original, and the 
story is full of tenderness and refinement. A novel which gives 
promise of still better successors. " — Athenceum, 

" A novel which shows considerable narrative power, and some 
skill in description."— >4frt</<rw^. 

***Love Strong as Death.' A novel, in one volume. By 
Rose Burrowes. The novels in one volume published by Messrs. 
Remington and Co. have achieved a very remarkable popularity. 
This is due, we believe, almost equally to the enterprise of the 
publishers and the excellence of the works in question. They 
are good all-round novels, and they have been issued one after 
another with the courage inspired by success. Those now before 
us are written by ladies who will no doubt before long visit us in 
three volumes, and we shall be glad to see them, however they 
come ; but, as the condensation of a plot is more difficult than its 
expansion, so it will not be easy to afford us greater pleasure than 
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we hare had in reading these short and well-told stories."^ 
Oxford UniversUy HercM, 

Ii QVE AND ART , By Sophia Houson, author of 

" The Gitana. ' i vol., cloth, crown 8vo., los. 6d. 
At ail Libraries. 

" They are simple tales of love and sorrow, very unaffectedly 
and touchingly told, full of an old-world freshness of sentiment. 
All the five stories in the volume are much above the current 
average in point of interest, as well as of good taste and romantic 
feeling. Indeed, we have seen very few volumes of late from 
which the general novel reader should derive greater pleasure.**— 
Examiner, 

** * Love and Art * is a collection of highly entertaining nove- 
lettes. The principal tale is that of a struggling young painter, so 
wedded to his art, that he fails to see the love and fortune that 
may be his by proposing for the hand of Stella, the lovely 
daughter of his most intimate friend and benefactor. When he 
is urged to make the choice, he declines, and resigns all for the 
sake of his beloved art. Ultimately he perceives his folly, but 
he is in turn rejected, Stella believing that as his wife she would 
be neglected for the canvas and the brush. To prove his fidelity, 
he forsakes the palette, and seeks a bubble reputation at the 
cannon's mouth. He returns wounded, and as he could give no 
stronger proof that art has been completely subordinated to love, 
Stella accepts him. The other tales are also of great interest, 
and the volume will supply pleasant entertainment for leisure 
hours." — Cour^ youmal, 

"The stories are written in correct and sometimes poetical 
language, in a style sometimes stiff, and that reminds us of the 
annuals of forty years ago. The second, *A Leaf from the 
Past,* shows most power, and though it scarcely impresses the 
reader with a sense of reality, has a certain tragical force.** — 
Spectator, 

** The tales have freshness and originality in an unusual degree. 
Any one of the collection would have made the fortune of an 
ordinary magazine.*' — Morning Post, 

** 'Love and Art* is a story of artistic life, and is prettily 
enough told ; but it is hardly so effective as * A Leaf from the 
Past, a striking and thoroughly dramatic story. One cannot but 
regret that a writer of such power and such graceful fancy should 
have remained silent so many years.**— C(t>«r/ Circular, 

*• Throughout the present volume the influence of a poetic 
mind is plainly apparent, in the modes of expression, in the 
turns of thought, arid in a general devotion of sentiment. It is 
principally noticeable in the story ^hich gives its name to the 
work, and which is beyond comparison the best of the collection. 
It is founded on a poetic basis, those well-known lines of Mrs. 
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Browning's which show the power of art and the greater power 
of love." — Birmingham Daily Post, 



I^ OVER'S CURL, THE, and other Verses. By 

Edwin Stickwood. Cloth, crown 8vo., red edges, 
2 s. 6d. Of all Booksellers. 

"The author evinces some power of thought, and is animated 
by the highest and noblest of moral sentiments." — Lloyd's, 

It UCULLUS; or, Palatable Essays . By the 

author of " The Queen's Messenger," " The Brie 
k Brae Hunter," &c. 2 vols., crown 8vo., cloth, 
1 5s. At all Libraries, 

MAMA'S FAIRY TALES. By Lillie Harris. 
I voL, crown 8vo., cloth, 2s. 6d. Of all Booksellers, 

MARLEY CASTLE . A Novel. Edited by Sir 

Garnet Wolseley, G.C.M.G., K.C.B. 2 vols., 
orown 8vo., cloth, 21s. At all Libraries, 

Second Edition. 

** It deals with groves rather than with camps, and the only 
battles are the old ones between love and beauty. Of course, all 
the hard and disagreeable parts of life are heaped on the heads of 
the excellent people, while the unprincipled ones have everything 
made smooth for them. But that has grown to be a not uncom- 
mon practice in fiction, if not in fact, for some modem novel- 
writers appear to be all unconscious of the existence of that 

Nemesis which dogs our steps even in this world 'Marley 

Castle' is no exception to ibis pleasant rule. The good people 
are attracted to the bad, whom they instantly convert to better 
things, and the superfluous husband dies out of the way in the 
nick of time. His appearance at all on the scene will be rather 
a surprise to most readers, who will be by no means prepared to 
dethrone their favourite heroine Alison from her pedestal, even in 

favour of the more sentimental Aim^ The gentlemen 

are well contrasted, and Major Vere is really a tangible indi- 
vidual, but has a very hard fate dealt to him in return for his many 
excellent qualities." — Times. 

** So extremely agreeable a novel as * Marley Castle * proves to 
be requires no adventitious aid to success. . . . The various 
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ence in fiction or an unusual amount of fitness for that depart- 
ment of literature. . . . The style is worthy of -the best modern 
writers, and the conception is novel, both as regards the plot and 
the characters involved. . . . The scene of the race is almost 
beyond the bounds of probability ; but then it must be owned that 
it is such an admirable piece of spirited description that it could 
not be spared. The best thing in the book, however, is the pas* 
sage where Major Vere and Alison discover their mutual attach- 
ment on board his yacht, with the dead woman lying in the cabin 
below. This is really dramatic without any straining after effect. 
... It would be unfair to close a notice of this pretty story 
without a word of admiration for the manner in which it is pro- 
duced, and above all for the plan, which seems to be a spkialitioi 
this firm of publishers, of having all the leaves ready cut. This 
is one of the most sensible innovations upon traditional use that 
has ever been made, and must greatly aid the chances of a book. 
Why should we have the trouble of cutting all the pages before 
we can sit down to enjoy a novel ?" — Morning Post, 

"The distinguished name attached to the title page of this 
novel will doubtless attract many readers, and we can assure them 
they will not regret the time spent upon the book. . . , *Marley 
Castle' is a decided success." — Whitehall Review, 

** The story is full of interest. ... A remarkably pleasant 
style. " — Examiner, 

** A well-written and interesting novel. The style of the author 
is in all cases graceful and dignified. It is a novel which will 
amply repay the time spent in the perusal." — Courl Circular, 

"The story is one of such peculiar merit, that it is evident a 
new novelist of great power and most unusual capabilities has 
risen up among us." — Hampshire Herald, 

MARRIAGE AND MARRIED LIFE: A novel 

for girls about to marry. By Isha. 2 vols. Crown 
8vo., cloth, I OS. — At all Libraries. 

"The book is a kind of key to the matrimonial wreck chart. 
There are throughout it reflections of an original turn. . . . Has 
the interest of a novel, yet imparts salutary lessons to those who, 
while thinking often enough of matrimony, yet think insufficiently 
about it." — Public Opinion, 

"This is a novel of a demure and didactic tone, from which 
young ladies about to marry may derive as much instruction as 
amusement. " — Tablet, 

** Contains in reality some power of thought. . . The love 
stories of the three girls, to whom we are introduced in the first 
chapter, are managed with some skill, and these love stories do 
not, as is usual, end with the marriage-day. It is the author's 
object to show that the greater interests of a woman's life b^in 
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rather than end with this. The three have very different expe- 
riences — that of Eleanor, who marries a man without loving him, 
and is finally brought, after a short discipline of sorrow and 
suffering to happier things, is the b^t of the three. But really 
the cleverest thing in the book is Mrs. Martin's descripticm of 
how she escaped matrimony." — Spectator, 

** Its aim being to set forth that marriage, instead of being the 
end of a woman's life, after which she has nothing to do but rest 
and be thankful, is in truth but the threshold to all its deep>er 
interests. The moral is not unskilfully illustrated in the stories 
of matrimonial experiences of the three heroines of the tale, all 
of whom suffer, more or less, either from their own fault or the 
fault of their spouses. , . . Written in English, easy and 
forcible. " — Graphic, 

MISTRESS HASELWODE ; a Tale of the Refor- 
mation Oak. 2 vols., crown 8vo. By Frederick 
H. Moore. Cloth, 153. At all Libraries, 

" There is good material for a story, for the most part well 
used . . . - . It is an episode, quite worth lighting up by the 
torch of fiction for those who will not find it in history for them- 
selves. . . . It is a wholesome, pleasant story, and gives a vivid 
and fairly true picture of the time." — Guardian. 

" He has chosen a good subject and hit upon a happy plot; 
the period which he portrays is that of Ket's rising in Norfolk 
in 1549 — an event, so far as we know, which no English 
novelist has yet treated. . . . There are some stirring scenes in the 
book, and much vigorous writing," — IVarld, 

** A creditable piece of workmanship." — Spectator, 

** This is a novel rather out of the common run of the world 
of fiction of the present day. The author has given us a capital 
picture of life in the time of the Reformation. ... we think 
Mistress Haselwode, on the whole, a successful novel. The 
publishers deserve credit for the admirable manner in which the 
i)Ook is produced. Paper, print, and style are all veiy good 
indeed." — Public Opinion. 

** There is a good deal of life-like portraiture in the tale." — 
Nonconformist.^ ^ 

^KgOONRAKER, THE : A Story of Australian life. 

By Richard Dumbledore. Dedicated by per- 
mission to the Right Honourable the Baroness 
Burdett Coutts. I vol., crown 8vo., cloth, 5s. 
At all Libraries, 

" The life in the bush, with its adventures and the sport and 
natural history incident to it, is well described. . . . There is 
considerable picturesqueness in the account of a bush-fire.- . . • 
It is a wholesome story and would please boys."— 0iM»f. 
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" The portrait of the kindly Vicar of Uphill, with his broad, 
humaii sympathies, and general regard for birds and beasts, as 
well as men, is exceedingly pleasing, and will be the better liked 
the more it is looked at. . . . The tale is healthy in its tone, 
and likely to stimulate boys to be honest, persevering, and 
industrious." — Literary World, 

" As soon as the two boys set sail from Blackwall, the narratire 
becomes really lively, and we can readily believe the author when 
he tells us that it is a tale of real life. . . . The boys go through 
a sufficient number of adventures with snakes, kangaroos, and 
natives, while the daily life of an Australian shepherd is wdl set 
forth. . . . The story will be, we have no doubt, greatly liked 
by boys." — Saturday Review, 

"Deserves to be classed amongst the most realistic of the 
Australian novels wMch have hitherto been published." — CwU 
Service Gazette, 

** Few readers will fail to be attracted by the freshness of tone 
and by the author's evident appreciation of a rural life." — Momit^ 
Advertiser, 

** Fairly correct and graphic pictures ; some of which, notably 
the beating out of a bush- fire, will remind readers of Mr. Anthony 
TroUope's * Harry Heathcote of GangoiL' " — Academy. 



MYTHS ANCIENT AND MODERN. A Treatise. 

I vol., cloth, crown 8vo., 3s. 6cL 0/ all Book- 
sellers, 

N AMELESS: A Novel. By F. A. Newbould, Author 

of " The Christmas Compact ; or, Then and 
Now." " Sheka," &c., &c. Crown 8vo., cloth, 
I OS. 6d. At aU Libraries, 

" Admirable in itself, and is drawn from life." — Academy, 
" A novel above the average. * Nameless * will bear a most 
favourable comparison with most of the fiction which is published 
at the present day. The description of places and people are 
life-like and good. As a whole the tale is a most readable one." 
--fVAtteAa/t Review, 

la^ EVER DESPAIR. A Tale of Clerical Life. ByH. 

Richardson Clerk, i voL, cloth, crown 8vo., 
I OS. 6(L At all Libraries, 



u 



A quiet and pleasant story."— Court Circular. 

'** Is a story with a good moral and religious tendency." — John 
Bull. 

** This novel will find favour with many readers in circles which 
are closed against works of fiction that make no profession of a 
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religious or theological purpose. . . . We believe it will be 
rtad with interest by hundreds of persons who will be glad to find 
a reflection of their own thoughts and feelings in its pages." — 
Oxford Guardian, 

gt| UNS OF MINSK, THE; or, Russian Atrocities in 

Poland. A Drama in 3 acts. By Robert 
Blake, author of "Joan of Arc." Cloth, crown 
8vo., 5s. Of all Booksellers, 

P ARSONAGE WELL, THE : a Tale of Real Life. 

By J. B. L., Author of "Daunton Manor House," 
"Lotty Wilson," " My Dear Old Home," &c., &c. 
I vol., crown 8vo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 



II 



A certain homeliness of material, and religiousness of tone, that 
may make it acceptable to some who may like to spend not alto- 
gether unprofitably that rare thing with many, an idle hour." — 
jVonconformisi. 

jgERILS. A Novel. By tRe Author of "Reminiscences 

of a Lawyer." 2 vols., cloth, crown 8vo., 21s. 
At all Libraries. 

** These volumes have been constructed to serve a great and 
good purpose. . . * . We regard * Perils * as a step in the 
right direction ; and apart from its purpose, purely and simply 
as a novel it is deserving of very high praise. The descriptive 
passages more especially are fine specimens of word-painting, 
pictures in prose, remarkable as well for the rhetorical skill 
which they display as for the exactitude which in some instances 
makes them painfully striking." — Oxford Guardian, 

P ICTURES IN VERSE . By Thomas J. May. 

Crown Svo., cloth, red edges, 2s. 6d. Of all 
Booksellers, 

" The author may be fairly congratulated. " — Oxford Guardian. 

"There is a sweet simplicity and freedom from all convention- 
ality that is sure to win for it many friends." — Oxford University 
HeraU. 

** True religious feeling pervading all the poems, that is most 
refreshing. — Surrey Advertiser, 

ag EEDIFORD HOLM. A Novel. By Thomas 

Rowland Skemp, Author of ** The D'E3mcourt*s 
of Fairleigh." i vol., cloth, crown 8vo., los. 6d. 
At all Libraries. 
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"There is a degree of freshness and vigour about this story 
which makes it very pleasant reading. ... Its interest depend- 
ing mainly upon some pretty love passages between the heroine. 
May Hardman, and her two admirers, George Bamton and 
Stephen Henley, whose characters are well drawn, and afford an 
admirable contrast." — Pictorial IVorld, 

" * Reediford Holm * is a pleasantly told story." — Court 
Circular. 

" He has a fair appreciation of the pathetic and humorous, as 
well as of the proportions in which these ought to be combined. 
. . . Mr. Skemp is evidently a disciple of George Eliot" — 
Atkenaum, 

" The struggles of the girl between her feelings for the two men 
are prettily told, and some of the minor characters proved not 
uninteresting. " — Sunday Times. 

" The author of * Reediford Holm ' deserves some credit for 
his courage in laying the scene of his story in the reign of King 
William \V:'—DaUy News. 

"It is a sound, healthy love-story, without adventitious or 
sensational elements. The style is unusually good ; there is a 
happy combmation of humour and pathos, which sometimes 
reminds us of Dickens. " — Rochdale Observer, 

ag lVEN BONDS . By E. Werner, Author of "Success, 

and How He Won It ;" " Under a Charm," &c. 
Translated from the German, by Bertha Ness. 
2 vols., crown 8vo., cloth, 21s. At all Libraries. 

** An art novel of great power and passion. . . . The situa- 
tions are well contrived, and the workings of strong feelings well 
managed. The story is able and absorbing, and the develop- 
ment of Ella's character is powerfully conceived." — British 
Quarterly, 

** The same power of giving reality to his word portraits, 
which delighted us so much in Herr Werner's former production, 
again makes itself felt in this one, as well as a certain aptness in 
choosing felicitous incidents ; and both of these invest the story 
of Reinhold and Ella Almbach with no common interest." — 
Morning Post, 

"It is by no means easy to render a story with such facility 
and fluency as mark this translation. The English is neat and 
idiomatic ; and it is only from the tone of thought and the 
characters themselves that we should know we were listening to 
the narration of a German. What is more important, however, 
to English readers — the work was well worth offering to the 
public in this country." — Court Circular, 

" The translator may claim credit not only for having selected 
a good subject, but of having handled it well." — Queen, 

" Bertha Ness at all events has done her share of the work 
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welL She has entered into the sanctnm sanctorum of Gennan 
idiom, and has translated the, very roots of the author's vigorous 
language and meaning without a loss of fibre." — ColburrCs 
United Service Magazine. 

" The translation is done with considerable grace and fluency." 
'^Academy, 

**The character of the brother Hugo is well touched in." — 
Saturday Review* 

ag OYDENHURST. A Novel. By Hester Hope. 
3 vols.,crown 8vo., cloth, 31s. 6d. At all Libraries. 

g ACRED VOWS. A Novel in 3 vols. By E. Werner, 

Author of "Success, and How He Won It." 
" Riven Bonds," &c. Translated by Bertha 
Ness. 31s. 6d. At all Libraries. 

"The book has more unity than many a more powerful and 
pretentious work. The translator's work has been fairly done, 
and no obvious shortcomings mar the literary effect of the 
original." - Athenaum, 

*** Sacred Vows* affords evidence that Miss Bertha Ness 
brings the needful care and intelligence to her task. The present 
tale contains some vigorous writing, and one or two really good 
descriptions of mountain scenery." — Vanity J-air. 

g AUNTERS IN SOCIAL BYWAYS . By Mal- 
colm Doherty, B.A. I vol., cloth, crown 8vo., 
7 s. 6d. At all Libraries. 

*' Mr. Malcolm Doherty has published in a compact volome a 
collection of his descriptions of the visits he has paid to some 
almost unknown haunts of the poor in this great metropolis ; and 
he also includes in this most interesting little book very well written 
descriptions of charitable institutions of world-wide celebrity. 
He gives us plenty of information without being in the slightest 
degree pedantic, and no one can read his descriptions without 
feding as if they also had accompanied the writer in his pil- 
grimages, so vividly and distinctly does Mr. Doherty describe all 
he sees. . . . The visit to the violons of Paris is a picture worthy 
of Dorc's pencil." — Morning Post. 

" Chatty, pleasant articles on subjects of a very varied 
character, from the Grand Chartreuse to the prisons of Paris, 
from the Sussex fig orchards to needlemaking. They are in- 
structive and well written. . . Interestingly and agreeably told." 
— Examiner. 
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People who like to read without trouble may spend an hour 
agreeably enough with Mr. Doherty, and charitable people may 
learn how to exercise their benevolence from him. . . . They are 
written pleasantly, and contain useful information." — Pall Mall 
Gazette, 

** They are all interesting, and well worth re-publishing." — 
PVarld. 

** They arc agreeably written, and it is probable the notice 
they attract may be the means of doing good. . . . Such articles 
as these, while they please, ought to stir to further inquiry. If 
so, Mr. Doherty will have done good service to society." — 
IVestmiHster Review* 

** There are over a score of these * Social Saunters,* and each 
one will well repay perusal. They all give evidence of a keenly 
observant mind, coupled with a polished and easy style of 
narration." — Hampshire Telegraphs 

g CENES FROM THE LIFE OF THE FIRST 

BENEDICTINES. Dedicated to Dr. Pusey, 

D.D. I voL, doth^ crown 8vo., 5s. Of ail Book- 
sellers* 

S EVERED BY A RING . A Novel in 2 Vols. By 

Frances Geraldine Southern, Author of 
"Gwynedd." Crown 8vo., cloth, 2 is. — Ai all 
Libraries. 

" Much power in the delineation of the passions of jealousy and 
love, and of the struggles between them and conscience. The 
book abounds in cleverly conceived but most unlikely coinci- 
dences and contretemps. Her knowledge of the human heart and 
of the motives of action is very considerable.'* — Spectator, 

** * Severed by a Ring* is a modem version of * Much Ado 
about Nothing.' I'he story is told with some degree of ability, 
and it cannot fail to interest." — Court Journal, 

*' The authoress of this book may be congratulated upon having 
written a most admirable tale, the plot being well sustained 
throughout, and the characters life-like." — Court Circular, 

g HALL HE LIVE AGAIN? A Poem. By J. Glode 

Stapelton. Foolscap 4to., cloth, price 7s. 6d. 
Of all Booksellers, 

" The words have a sweet and touching pathos which 
leave a strong impression on the reader." — Court Journal, 
" The author has great gifts as a poet His language teems 
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with elegant passages and poetic imagery. Few books of poetry 
published at the present season deserve to be read more than 
this little volume. It has been produced with great care." — Si, 
jrafm/ Magazine, 

S HAMROCK AND ROSE. A Novel ByERNLi 

Ariel Wolfe, i vol., crown 8vo., doth, 6s. 
At all Libraries, 

" The manner in which the relations of the girl to her friendly 
employers, and of the relation of the man-servant to his master, 
are sketched, are the finest characteristics of this brief novel. 
It indicates not merely th6 presence of a very subtle sympathy in 
the author, but the presence also of true art The tale itself, as a 
tale, is told with delicacy, and sometimes with power, and there 
is a sketch of the death-bed of a little boy, which rivals in tender- 
ness that world-quoted death-bed scene of little Paul." — Noncon' 
formist, 

** Slight, but decidedly pretty story. We can heartily recom- 
mend it." — Graphic, 

*' Shamrock' and Rose " is a lively, rattling story, with a 
charming heroine. It is just the sort of book to drive away dull 
care, and make a long winter evening. pass pleasantly." — Oxford 
Guardian. 

** Very readable.** — Morning' Post, 

S KETCHES OFRUSSIANLIFEANDCUSTOMS, 
Made during a Visit in 1876-7. By Selwyn 
Eyre, i vol., cloth, crown 8vo., 7s. 6d. At all 
Libraries, 

" Mr. Eyre has recorded some of his experiences in Russian 
travel, which will no doubt be found interesting just now to a 
good many people. ... A reader . . will find his reward in 
learning a good deal about the every-day life of Moscow, and the 
interior of Russian houses. The author gives us an elaborate 
description of the huge stoves by which rooms are warmed ; de- 
scribes the risk ran from oogahr ! . . . ' At this moment the 
lady of the house appeared at the door, and, at once taking in the 
situation, sent both the sufferers out without hesitation into the 
snow-laden air to walk about for at least an hour. They were, 
in fact, in imminent danger of suffocation firom charcoal fumes.' " 
— Saturday Review, 

'* Mr. Eyre seems to have spent more than a year in Moscow. 
.... Everything was new and strange to him — the religious 
ceremonies, the baptisms, the funerals, the droshkies, the cezvost- 
chiks, . • . the pecteny-doms, the fdtes, the paitchkies, the 
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chipeet, the vodky, the servants, the cookery. . . . Mr. Eyre 
evidently had his fill for once of the sentiment of wonder, and 
enjoyed life immensely in Moscow. He was very hospitably 
treated, and took his leave in these words, *Preichnt^ then, 
picture-like and beautiful Moscow^-or shall it be only Dussvec' 
dinia f ** — Examiner. 

*• Moscow thrilling with sympathy for Serb and Bulgar, wit- 
nessing the departure of volunteers for the front, organising sub- 
scriptions among high and low— the very' cab-drivers having a 
subscription list, of by no means contemptible proportions, of 
their own ; Moscow preparing later on to bear its own part in the 
war, collecting money for its own ambulances, speeding to the 
station to bid * the Guard ' good-bye — such are the scenes to 
which we are bidden in the simple, roughly-written ' Sketches 
of Russian Life.' Yet, rough ... as the little sketch book is, 
it is far from unprofitable reading now, if only for the faithfulness 
with which the writer — for once, apparently, a perfectly unpre- 
judiced individual — seems to catch the key-notes to the Russian 
character ; the character of a baby among nations, with all the 
impulse and the extremes, the sel^shness and the generosity, of 
childhood, but one which cannot be fairly judged unless we set as 
much weight on the good that is inherent in it as on the evil." — 
Graphic, 

** Most of the books about Russia published just now are more 
or less anti- Russian. Here, by way of a change, is a chatty, 
pleasant little volume, breathing a friendly spirit towards the 
* Muscovite ' life and customs it portrays. Apparently a lady, 
' Selwyn Eyre ' found much to admire in Russia a year ago, and 
evidently made many pleasant friendships which tended still 
more to tinge Russian scenes with a rosy colour. Commencing 
with a description of Warsaw, the *City of the Jews, 
SelW3m Eyre proceeds to sketch the line to Moscow, one which 
b not often travelled over by English tourists . . . running in 
a reverse direction over the track along which Napoleon's frost - 
smitten troops painfully struggled homewards after the burning 

of Moscow On the 24th of last April our author 

went to the Kremlin in order to listen to the reading of the 
Imperial declaration of war against Turkey, when 'not a knee re- 
mained unbent,' . . . and later on witnessed the ceremony of 
blessing the line of ambulances presented by the Grand Duchess 
Constantine. The book ends with a description of the departure 
of the Imperial Guard from Moscow. And then the author also 
quits Russian soil, bidding adieu to Russian pictures with many 
regrets. " — Athefueum, 

g NOWDROP PAPERS, THE. By Messrs. Tit 

Tinkle, Pippin, Pop, Perry, Winkle, and 
Cherky-blossom. Edited by Sir Florizel 
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Bluebell, Knight of the Southern Cross, and 
Beanstalk-in-Waiting to King Oberon. Illustrated 
by Wallis Mackay. Fcap. 4to., handsomely 
bound, cloth extra, gilt edges^ 5s. Of all Book- 
sellers, 

''Written by the Literary Committee of the Fairies* Par- 
liament, whose chief business would seem to be the preparation 
of stories for little mortals. If all the stories were as good as 
these, King Oberon's Parliament would do its work with a com- 
pleteness to be envied and imitated by many of the grosser 
councils of common earth." — Times, 

'*This bright little book of faerie. — Fanciful tales edited 
by 'Sir Florizel Bluebell,* and charmingly written. — ITie 
angel bearing the two children through the snow ; the seagull on 
the wave ; the little boy with the big black dog ; the bear in the 
moonlight, with Mr. Pop listening to his story ; the humanized 
iceberg ; and the desolate children in the garret are delightful 
bits of dainty design ; and all who see them will turn to Mr. 
Wallis Mackay with eager demand for more,"^Daify Telegraph, 

** We think, indeed, only one * real live member of Parlia- 
ment * is capable of telling them [the stories] so well 

They are expressed in the graceful, ecstatic language used by 
good mothers and nurses to their infant listeners. " — Public Opinion, 

** Messrs. Remington and Co. bid fair to challenge attention 
by their publications. 'The Snowdrop Papers,' by an anony- 
mous author, is dedicated, by especial permission to her Majesty, 
and really deserves the honour. It consists of some stories sup- 
posed to be written by fairies for children ; and these are vastly 
above the average. Pop's account of what the bear at the ' Zoo' 
told him one moonlight night, is so good that it could only have 
been improved by Mr. Wallis Mackay's admirable illustration. 
Pippin's story is, as the book says, 'a dreadfully sad story,' but 
very pathetic. The elvish frontispiece, and indeed all the 
pictures, which are by the same artist, are fanciful and charming : 
about the best is the little child kneeling by the chest in prayer." 
— Morning Post, 

'* The little folks will enjoy this collection of tales, especially 
written for them ; and even the tiny children, who can hardly 
appreciate the stories, will be pleased with Mr. Wallis Mackay's 

vigorous sketches The book should be a popular 

one in the nursery." — Court Circidar, 

"This attractive little volume, with its pretty illustrations, is 
sure to take with children." — Tablet, 

*' The same publishers have given us a little collection of short 
and really graceful fairy tales under the title of * Ida Dalton,' 
and the ' Snowdrop Papers,' which deserves somewhat higher 
praise for the beauty of some of its fancies, and the easily- 
sustained elevation of its tone." — World, 



5, ARUNDEL St., STRAND, W.C. 



REMINGTONS 



34 



"Edited by 'Sir Florizel Bluebell/ and most elaborately got 
up and illustrated." — Christian World, 

" A pretty little book, tastefully illustrated. .... Fairy 
stories of the kind in which children may be expected to delight. 
— Inverness Courier, 

"Stories from Messrs. Tit, Tinkle, Pippin, Pop, Perry, 
Winkle, and Cherryblossom, which are bright with fancy and 
pleasant in tone, whilst breathing that simple reverence which 
we are all so anxious to cultivate in our children." — Literary 
World, 

" The stories are simple, pretty little affairs, with a vein of 

tenderness running through them Cherryblossom's 

story strikes us as the best." — Basaar, 

" ' The Snowdrop Papers ' are splendidly got up. . . • • 
Indeed, in this little bGK>k, we have a bright exemplification of 
the excellent taste and superior judgment which its enterprising 
publishers have exercised in supplying the demands of the cir- 
culating libraries. It would be too much to say that they have 
saved us from a famine in the land of fiction, but they certainly 
have met requirements which other publishing firms hesitated to 
recognise, and the result so far is satisfactory to the public, — and, 
we nope, to themselves. 'The Snowdrop Papers* are dedi- 
cated by permission to the Queen, and it is not the first time 
that her Majesty has deigned to notice Messrs. Remington's 
publications. -^C^j^^i/ University Herald, 

S URVIVAL, THE. With an Apology for Scepticism. 

I vol., demy 8vo.> cloth, los. 6d. Of all Book- 
sellers, 

"'The Survival' is a curious revelation of the spiritual his* 
tory of one who seems to unite the tendencies of a myotic and a 
rationalist. The author has been accustomed to make minutes 
of characteristic psychical events, indicative of success or failure 
or suggestive of rules of conduct. These notes, containing a re- 
cord of thoughts and feelings during seventeen years, form the 
body of the book . . . There are some valuable thoughts and 
suggestions scattered among the entries of the joumaL"— 
Theological Review, 

g YBIL. An Historical Drama in 5 Acts. By M. A. 
Lee. 2s. 6d. Of all Booksellers. 



gp ALE OF A SPOON. A Novelette. By Mary 

Trevor Pembroke, i vol., crown Svo., doth, 5s* 
At all Libraries. 
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gg ALES FROM THE OLD DRAMATISTS . By 

Marmaduke E. Brown. Dedicated by per- 
mission to Henry Irving, i vol., crown 8vo., 
cloth, ys. 6d« At all Libraries, 

gg EXT BOOK OF THE ANATOMY AND 

PHYSIOLOGY OF MAN, A. By G. G. P. Bale, 

B.A., St. John's College, Cambridge. Profusely 
Illustrated, i vol., cloth, post 8vo. Students' 
Edition, with 365 engravings, los. 6d. School 
Edition abridged, with 313 do., 6s. Shortly. 
Of all Booksellers. 



gg HROUGH THE BREAKERS. By the Rev. 

Richard Bulkelev, Vicar of St John's, Duken- 
field. 3 vols., crown 8vo., cloth, 31s. 6d. At all 
Libraries. 

"The Crimean episodes are treated with a good deal of 
spirit." — Athenaum. 

*' The reverend author has produced a novel of a readable 
character, in the conventional three-volume form and t3rpe. 
. . . The subordinate characters are well drawn, and the 
story will repay perusal." — Broad Arrow, 

" Mr. Bulkeley has produced a book which will be perused 
with pleasure and ]^rofit. — Manchester Courier. 

** The prettiest part of the story relates to the brief love affair 
of sweet little Lucy Adams, the heiress of the Bear-Croft estates. 
. , . * Through the BreakersMs pretty tolerably life-like, and 
fairly well written. . . . It is alwa3rs an advantage to get 
hold of works of a superior tone, and this is one of them, and 
for that reason alone would deserve to be recommended ; even 
had it, which we are far from asserting, no other merit." — 
Morning Post. 

** Of the novel as a whole we must say it is one of the best of 
the year now drawing to a close." — Norwich Argus, 



gp WO MARRIAGF.S, T he. A Drama in 3 Acts. By 
George Barlow. 2s. 6d. Of all Booksellers. 
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S? ERNEY COURT: An Irish Novel By M. 
Nethercott, Author of ''The Witch Thron," 
&C. 2 vols., crown 8vo., cloth, 21s. At all 
Libraries, 

TOP AS HE REALLY MAD ? and other Sketches : 
being Incidents in the Life of a Curate. By the 
Rev. Maberley Walker, late Curate of Park 
Green, i vol., crown 8vo., cloth, 6s. At all 
Libraries. 

" Will doubtless have their own special attraction for the class 
of readers who enjoyed Warren*s ' Diary of a Late Physician.' " 
— Court Circular. 

"A more than ordinarily interesting collection of tales and 
sketches. . . . One of the most pathetic of the sketches is 
entitled ' Annie Watson*s Wedding Day.' . . . Nothing could 
be more startling or tragic than ue ciraimstances under which 
the marriage service was performed. . . . We can safely re- 
commend this volume of sketches." — Civil Service Gazette, 

*'.... Mr. Walker's experience as a curate seems to have 

been altogether a sad one. He writes easily and well. " — Standard, 

** Mr. Walker tells us of human frailty and wickedness with a 

feeling becoming to his cloth. . . . The best story is his own 

escape from ruin. It is the tale of thousands.'* — Queen. 

** Affects to be a collection of tales founded on incidents in the 
life of a curate at an imaginary Rectory of Park Green ; the 
harmless fraud is carried out with considerable circumstance. . . . 
Incidents in the life of a curate are not, as a rule, such as to 
suggest much novelty or interest ; and the stories in this case 
would, in feet, with very little alteration, have passed better as 
incidents in the life of a village doctor or a country detective." 
— Atkenctum, 

** His stories are very much of the Johnny Ludlow order. . . . 
*Park Green Post Office' bears the strongest resemblance.'' — 

Academy, 

•* Some of these experiences are certainly out of the common 
way, the tale of the man who was driven mad by business 
anxieties . . . and the spectacle of whose madness drives his 
wife into insanity, reads like a true story, so much so that if it is 
a stroke of fancy the author must be credited with considerable 
realistic powers. The story of the post office robberies . . . 
told in the * Park Green Post Office ' is also decidedly good." — 
Graphic, 



5, ARUNDEL St., STRAND, W.C. 



REMINGTONS 



37 



iPCg lLHELM'S WANDERINGS, An Autobio- 
graphy. I vol., crown 8vo., cloth, three Illustra- 
tions, los. 6d. At all Libraries, 



1BC? ITHIN BOHEMIA ; or, Love in London. Seven 

Stories in One Vol. Crown 8vo. By Henry 
CuRWEN, Author of " Sorrow and Song," "History 
of Booksellers," "Echoes from the French Poets," 
&c. Cloth, 6s. At all Libraries, 

'* This collection of tales has been a labour of love, nor is 
love's labour lost. They give evidence of the happy inspira- 
tion indicated by Mr. Curwen in his preface Some 

of these possible life-stories, as imagined by our author, strike 
the deepest and harshest notes in the harmony of many voices 
which sound for him from London streets." — Truth. 

"We must by no means omit to praise the prettiest tale in the 
collection viz., * Bou^t and Sold/ which tells how Cecilia, 
by her woman's wit, raised her lover to his proper height, etc. 
It has already been said that Mr. Curwen's style is good ; indeed 
it is exceptionally so. Since he published * Sorrow and Song,' 
he has improved to an extent which leaves little or nothing to 
be desired. Much of his English would gladden the heai t of 
Dr. Freeman himself. He is heartily to be congratulated." — 
Morning Pest, 

" In a new work, published by Remington & Co., entitled 
'Within Bohemia: or, Love in London,' a series of seven 
stories, there is a curious prevision of the Bravo case. The story 
is called ' Aunt Margery s Sweetheart and Mine,' and is from 
the pen of Henry Curwen. Mr. Curwen writes well and inci- 
sively. He has originality, and that is more than the literature 
of the Queen of England can spare to the Empress of Hindostan." 
eWorld, 

"He has tried, then, to look into the mystery, poetry, and 
glamour of life in London ; and being iidl of enthusiasm for his 
subject, and possessed of much imaginative power, he has pro- 
duced a volume of exceptionally interesting stories. . The seven 
stories in this book show Mr. Curwen to have lost none of his 
literary cunning; and as specimens of thoroughly interesting 
and cultivated writing, these tales should have a wide circle of 
readers." — Court Circular, 

"Mr. Curwen is right. Romance is not dead ; it has only 
changed, .... and after Bohemia in Paris, Bohemia in 
London is the richest mine in which the seekers for romance can 
speculate. Mr. Curwen tells us that when he wrote these tales 
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he was under the influence of Balzac and Poe. We like him 
better when under the influence of the great Frenchman than 
under that of the wild American. * Bought and Sold' is a 
pretty tale, and prettily told. * A Plain Woman ' is based on a 
very ingenious conceit. ' Hard Up ' reminds us of some of 
Paul de Kock's scenes of student life ; and * The Mystery of 
Malcolm Mackinnon ' must be written under the influence of 

Poe, or, ; well, we will use the author's own words. 

* How do you learn to be a poet-?* I asked. , * Why, on 
pipes and beer and disappointment* We do not think that Mr. 
Curwen is fated to disappointment." — Queen, 

** This is a collection of seven stories, all of which present 
features of great power. All his stories have tf tinge of pathos, 
some are pathos itself. The author fias a great power of de* 
scription — ^a few lines and a picture is before us, which we can see 
bears the impress of nature herself." — Tablet, 

*«* A cheap Edition of the above Book in Railway boards 
is new ready ^ price 2s. 6d. 

lPCi ?OMAN'S SHADOW, A. By Selwyn Eyre, 

Author of" The ArtisU' Picture," "Sketches of 
Russian Life and Customs made during a Visit in 
1876-7," &c. 2 vols., cloth, crown 8vo., 21s. 
Shortly. At ail Libraries, 

IBCg OMAK'S TRUE POWER AND RIGHTFUL 

WORK. Dedicated to the Women of the Nine- 
teenth Century. By Isha, Author of " Marriage 
and Married Life." i vol., doth, crown 8vo., 2s. 6d. 
Of all Booksellers, 

" *Jsha ' has produced a litt^ work, with the gist of which we 
thoroughly agree, while we must wish that the writer had made 
use ot more practical arguments, and had separated the very 
sensible remarks which she offers on the management of children 
from the question of religious training.'' — Saturday Review,^ 

" A book of excellent essays . . . treats of the elevation of 
woman .' , . . well worthy the close attention of all thoughtful 
readers. " — Brief, 

** The duties devolving upon the wife and mother ftre forcibly 
presented." — Literary World, 

"Any ri|[ht-minded woman would agree with the facts re- 
corded in this little book." — Court Circular, 

*' An excellent little treatise. . . . The duties and responsi* 
bilities of the sex are here set forth with great fidelity, and in a 
truly Christian spirit." — Court Journal, 

** This is not a book which will please the noisy advocates of 
•Woman's Rights.' "^Mayfair. 
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• MISCELLANEOUS. 

SS FREE SUNDAY FOR A FREE PEOPLE. By 

Frank Rhys Thomas. Dedicated to P. A. 
Taylor, Esq., M.P. Crown 8vo., 32 pages. Price 
6d., post free, yd. 

"An admirable contribntion." — Fr^ Sunday Advocate. 

** ^ WILL.* Remarks on the Marriage Contract. 

Its breach and observance. By Philo-Thesmos. 
Crown 8vo., post free, 6d. 

p tRE HYACINTHE : a Biographical Sketch, with 

Portrait Bbingthe first of a Series of " Men and 
Women of die Day." 60. pages, i6mo. Price 
6d., post free, yd. 

** The biography is very brightly and pleasantly written." — 
Cottrt CircuMK 

af HE COURT OF DIVORCE IN GOLDEN 
LAND. A Legend m Prose. Crown 8vo., 32 
pages. 6d. 

g pHE PIN IN THE QUEEN'S SHAWL. Sketched 

in Indian Ink, on "Imperial Crown," from a 
Conservative Standpoint Illustrated, crown Svo., 
32 pages. Price 6d., post free, yd. 

" We believe that this satire has had a large sale, and it 

certainly deserves it." — Court Circular, 

* 

gp RADING BY GOVERNMENT OFFICIALS . 

The Bane and Antidote. Addressed to Trades- 
men. By Drastic Crown 8vo., 64 pages, is., 
by post, IS. id. 

'' The question is treated in an able manner, and will be 
read with interest by tradesmen." — Grocer* 
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